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POEMS 

BY 

MR. NICHOLAS ROWE. 
THE GOLDEN TERSES OF PYTHAGORAS. 

TRANSLATED FROM THE GBEEK. 

tothereader; 

I Hope the reader wUI forgive the liberty I have 
taken in tranflati.)g fhefe Verfei fomewhat at large, 
without which it would have been almoft impoflibie 
to have given any kind of turn in Engh'fli poetry to Co 
dry a fubje^l. The fenfe of the Author .is, I hope, 
no where miftaken ; and if there feems in fome places 
to be fome additions in the Englifli verfes to the Greek 
text, they are only fnch as may be juftified from 
Hierocles's Commentary, and delivered by him as ■ 
the laiger and explained fenfe of the Author's fhort 
P^'ecept. I have in fome few places ventured to differ 
from the learned Mr. Dacier's French interpretation, 
^ thofe that fhall give themfelves the trouble of a 
^rift comparifon will find. How far I am in the 
'■'ght, is left to the reader to detprmine* 

B FIRST 



.4 v^ ii^Mt aim cMUicl^ iiic, Liieir Virtue s li 
rpue rites perform and honours to the t 
To every wife, to every pious fhade. 
With lowly diity to thy parents bow, 
And grace and favour to thy kindred d 
For what i^qiiferm the reft of human k 
• Choofe out the man to virtue beft incli 
Hirti to thy anins reQcLve, hijn to thy b 
Poffeft of fuch a friend, preferve him fl 
Nor thwart his counfels with thy ftubb 
. Pliant to all his admonitions prove. 
And yield to all his oflS^ces of love : 
Him from thy hpart, fo true, fo juftly 
Let no rafli word nor light offences tea 
. Bear all thou capft, i^ill with his failin 
And to the iitqioft ftill, and ftill forgi\ 
For ftrpng neceffity alpne explores 
The fecret vigour of cur latent powers 
Rouzes and ur?es on the la/v h^arf. 
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Let rtverencc of thyfelf thy thoughts control. 

And guafd the facred temple of thy foul. 

Let juftice o'er thy word and deed prefide. 

And reafon ev^n thy meaneft a£lions guide : 

For know that death is man's appointed doom, 35 

Know that the day of great account will come. 

When thy paft life ihall ftriaiy be furvcy'd, 

Each word, each deed, be in the balance laid. 

And all the good and all the ill moft juftly be repaid 

For wealth, the perilling, uncertain good, 4.0 

Ebbing and flowing like the fickle flood. 

That knows no fure, no flxM abiding-place. 

But wandering loves from hand to hand to pafs | 

Revolve the getter's joy and lofer's pain. 

And think if it be worth thy while to gain. 45 

Of all thofe forrows that attend mankind. 

With patience bear the lot to thee afllgn'd ; 

Nor think it chance, nor murmur at the load 5 

For know what man calls Fortune is from God. 

In what thou may'ft, from wifdom feek relief, 50 

And let her healing hand aflwage thy giief j 

Yet (Hll whatever the righteous doom ordains. 

What caufe focver multiplies thy pains, A 

Let not thofe pains as ills be underftood ; 

For God delights not to affli6l the good. 55 

The reafoning art, to various ends apply'd. 
Is oft a fure, but oft an erring guide. 
Thy judgment therefore found and cool prefcrve. 
Nor lightly from thy refolution fwerve 5 
The dazzling pomp of words does oft deceive, 60 
And fweet perfuafion wins the eafy to believe. 

B 2 NWvt'cv 



4 R O W E'S P OE M 8. 

W'hen fopls and lyare labour to perfuade^ 
Be dumb, and let the babblers vainly plead. 

This above all, this precept chiefly learn, 
This nearly does, and jirit, thyfelf concern} 
Let not example, Jet no Toothing tongue, 
Pievail upon thee vnth a Syren's fong. 
To do thy faul's immortal eflence wrong. 
Of good and ill by words or deeds expreft, 
Choofe for thyfelf, and always choofe the beft. 

Let wary thought each enterprize forerun. 
And ponder on thy tafk before begun. 
Left folly fhould the wretched work deface, 
And mock thy fruitlefs labours with dilgrace. 
Fools huddle on, and always are in haftc, 
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Let fober draughts rcfrcfh, and wholefome fare 

Decaying nature's wafted force repair; 

And fprightly exercife the duller fpirits chear. 

In all things ftill which to this care belong, 

Obferve this rule, to guard thy foul from wrong. 95 

By virtuous ufe thy life and manners frame. 

Manly and fimply pure, and free from blame. 

Provoke not envy's deadly rage, but fly 
The glancing curfe of her malicious eye. 

Seek not in needlefs luxury to wafte 100 

Thy wealth and fubftance with a fpendthriff s hafte. 
Yet flying thefe, be watchful, left thy mind, f 

Prone to extremes,' an equal danger find, > 

And be to fordid avarice inclinM. j 

Diftant alike from each, to neither lean, 105 

But ever keep the happy Oolden Mean, 

Be careful ftill to guard thy foul from wrong. 
And let thy thought prevent thy hand and tongue. 

Let not the ftealing God of Sleep furprize. 
Nor creep in flumbers on thy weary eyes, 110 

Ere every aftion of the former day 

Stri£lly thou doft and righteoufly furvey. 

With reverence at thy own tribunal ftand. 

And anfwer juftly to thy own demand. 

Where have I been ? In what have I trangrefsM ? 115^ 

What good or ill has this day^s life exprefsM ? 

Where have I faiPd in what I ought to do ? 

In what to God, to man, or to myfelf I owe ? 

Inquire fevere what-e'er from firft to laft, 

I^rom morning's dawn,till evening's gloom,haspaft. lio 
B 3 If 
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If evil were thy deeds^ rq>enth:ig mourny 
And let thy foul with ilrong remorfe be torn. 
If nood, the good with peace of mind repay> 
And to thy fecret felf with pleafure fay^ 
Rejoice, my heart, for all went well to-day. 

Theie thoughts, and chiefly thefe thy miod ihov 
move. 
Employ thy ftudy, and engage thy love. 
Thefe are the rules which will to Virtue lead. 
And teach thy feet her heavenly paths to tread. 
This by his name I fwear, whofe facred lore 
FIrft to mankind explain'd the myftlc Four, 
Source of eternal nature and almighty power. 

In all thou doft firft let thy prayers afcend. 
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DeprivM of fenfe, they neither hear nor fee j 

Fetter'd in vice, they feck not to be free. 

But ftupid, to their own fad fate agree : 

Like ponderous rolling-ftones, opprefs'd with ill, 

The weight thaf loads them makes them roil on ftilh, 

Bereft of choice and freedom of the will 5 

For native ftrife in every bofom reigns. 

And fecretlj an impious war maintains ; 

Provoke not this,, but let the combat ceafe, 

Astd every yielding paffion fue for peace. 

WouWilthou, great Jove,thou father of mankind, ' 
Reveal the Dxrtton for that talk aflign'd, 
The wretched race an end of woes would find. 
i|lid yet be bold, O man, divine thou art. 
And of the gods celeftial eflence part. 
Nor facred nature is from thee conceal'd, ^^5 

But to thy race her myftic rules reveal'd. 
Thefe if to know thou happily attain, 
Sioon flialt thon perfe£l be in all that I ordain. 
Thy woXinded foul to health thou fhalt reftore, 

Aftd fr*re from every pain (lie felt before. ijo^ 

Abftain, I warn, from meats unclean and foul, 

Stf keep thy body pure, fo free thy foul j 

So rightly judge j thy reafon fo maintain ; 

K^on which heaven did for thy guide ordain, 

Let that bcff reafon ever. hold the rein. 
Tlien if dhis mortal body thou forfake, 

And thy glad flight to the pure aethtt* take, 

Among the gods exalted ihalt thou fhine, 

liftmortal, incorruptible, divine: 

The tyrant death fecurely (halt thou brav^^ 

And fcorn the dark dominion of the gravc*^ 
B + 
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ON ' 

THE LATE GLORIOUS SUCCESSES, &c. 

HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO 

THE LORD TREASURER GODOLPHIN. 

WHILE kings and nations on thy counfels wait^ 
And Anna trufts to thee the Britifli ftatc j 
While fame, to thee, from every foreign coaft. 

Flies with the news of empires won and loft. 
Relates whatever her bufy eyes beheld, ^ 

And ttilh The fortune i>£ cath bloody €e]d j 




ON THE QUEEN'S SUCCESS. ^ 

Thence is her power, her fceptre uncontrord. 
To bend the (lubborn, and reprefs the bold j 
Her peaceful arts fierce fadlions to affwagc. 
To heal their breaches, and to footh their rage 5 2^ 
Thence is that happy prudence, which prefides 
In each; defign, and every aftion guides ; 
Thence is fhe taught her ihining court to grace. 
And fix the worthicft in the worthieft place. 
To truft at home Godolphin's watchful care, 3#. 

And fend viflorious Churchill forth to war. 

AriiCj ye nations rcfcued by her fword. 
Freed from the bondage of a foreign lord, 
Arife, and join the heroine to blefs. 
Behold fhe fends to fave you from diftrefs 5. 35. 

Rich is the royal bounty (he beftows, 
*Tis plenty, peace, and fafety from your foes. 
And thou, Iberia I rousM at length, difdain 
To wear inflavM the Gallic tyrant's chain. 
For fee ! the Britifh genius comes, to chear 40 

Thy fainting fons, and kindle them to war. 
With her own glorious fires their fouls fhe warms. 
And bids them burn for liberty and aim*. 
Unhappy land I the foremofl once in fame. 
Once lifting to the flars thy noble name, 45 

In arts excelling, and in arms fevcre. 
The wefteru kingdoms' envy, and their fear : 
Where is thy pride, thy conlcious honour, flown. 
Thy ancient valour, and thy firll renown ? 
How art thou funk among the nations now ! -^ 

How haft thou taught thy haughty neck to bow, f 
And dropt the warrior's wreath inglorious from jhy ^ 
brow ! J 
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Not thus of old her valiant fathers bore 
The bondage of the unbelieving Moor, 
But, ofr, alternate, made the vif^ort yield. 
And provM their might in many a well-fought field 
Bold in defence of liberty they ftood> 
And doubly dy'd their crofs in Moorifh blood ; 
Then in heroic arms their knights excelled. 
The tyrant then and giant then they quell'd. 
Then every nobler thought their minds did move. 
And thofe who fought for freedom, figh'd for love. 
Like one, thofe facred flames united live, . 
At once they languifh, and once revive 5 
Alike they fliun the coward and the lliive, i 

But blefs the free, the virtuous, and the brave. 
Nor frowDj ve fair^ tior think rrry \er\^ wnfym ; 




ON THE <iyEEN'S SUCCE$S. st 

With the firft laurtl binds his youthful brcusvsy 

Attd, pledge of futurecrownsy the mural wreath beftows. 

But foon the equal ©f his youthful years, 

Philip of Bourbon's haughty hnt appears ; 

Like hopes attend his lurth, like glories grace, 

(If gloiy can be in a tyrants race) 

Im numbers proud, he threats no more from far, 90 

But neaF«r draws the bkrck impending war j 

He views his heft, then fcorns the rebel town, 

And dooms to certain death the nral of his crown. 

Now fame and empire, all the nobler fpoils 
That urge the hero, axnl rewai-d his toils, 95 

Placed in their view, alike their hopes engage. 
And fire their breafts with more than morttil rage. 
Not lawlefs love, not vengeance, nor deipair, 
Stt daring, fierce, untamM, and furious are, 
As when ambition prompts the great to war ; 
A$ youthful kir^s, when, ftriving for renown, 
T^ey prove their nright in arms, and combat for a crown. 

Hard was the cruel ftiife, and doubtful Ibng 
Betwixt the chiefs fufpended conqueft hung ; 
Tjfl, forced at length, difdaining much to yield, 105 
Charles to his rival quits the fatal field. 
Numbers and fortune o'er his right prevail. 
And ev'n the Britift valour feems to fail ; 
And yet they failed not all. In that extreme, 
Conicious of virtue, liberty, and fame, ijo 

They vow the youthful monarch's fate to (hare, -^ 
Above diftrefs, unconquer'd by defpair, V 

Still to defend the town, and animate the warg. ^ 

But 
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But lo ! when every better hope was paft. 
When every day of danger feemM their laft. 
Far on the diftant ocean, they furvey, 
Where a proud, navy plows its watery way. 
Nor long they doubted, but with joy defcry. 
Upon the chief's tall top-raafts waving high. 
The Britifh crofs and Belgic lion fly. 
Loud with tunuiltuous clamour, loud they rear 
Their cries of ecftafy, and rend the air ; 
In peals on peals the fliouts triumphant rife. 
Spread Iwift, and rattle through the fpacious flcies 
While, from below, old ocean groans profound, 
The walls, the rocks, the fhores, repel the found. 
Ring with the deafening fnock, and thunder all arour 
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Tatal ambition I fay what wondrous charms 
Delude mankind to toil for thee in arms I 145 

When all thy fpoils, thy wreaths in battle won. 
The pride of power, and gloiy of a crown, 
When all war gives, when all the great can gain, 
Ev'n thy whole pleafwe, pays not half thy pain. 

All hail ! ye fofter, happier arts of peace, 150 

Secured from harms, and bled with learned eafe $ 
In battles, blood, and perils hard, unfkiird. 
Which haunt the warrior in tlie fatal field ; 
But chief, thee, Goddefs Mufe ! my vcrfe would raife. 
And to thy own (oft numbers tune thy praife $ 155 
Happy the youth infpirM, beneath thy fhade. 
Thy verdant, ever-living laurels kid ! 
Ther^, fafe, no pleafures, there no pains they know. 
But thofe which from thy facred raptures flow. 
Nor wifti for crowns, but what thy groves beftow. 
Me, nymph divine I nor fcorn my humble prayer. 
Receive unworthy, to thy kinder care, 
Doom'd to a gentler, though more lowly, fate. 
Nor wishing once, nor knowing to be great 5 
Me, to thy peaceful haunts, inglorious bring. 
Where fecret thy celeftial iifters fing, 
M by their facred hill, and fweet Caftalian fpring. 

But nobler thoughts the vl^or prince employ. 
And raife his heart with high triumphant joy 3 
Fjom hence a better courfe of time rolls on, 1 70 

And whiter days fucceflive feem to run. 
' I^rom hence his kinder fortune feems to date 
The riling glories of his future ftate. 

From 
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From hence I — Bat ob ! too foon the hero mourns 

His hopes deceivM, and war''8 inconftant turns. s; 

In vain, his echoing trumpets loud alarms 

Provoke the cold Iberian lords to arms ; 

Carelefs of fame> as of their monarches fatc^ 

In fuUen doth fupinely proud they fate ; 

Or to be ilayes or free alike prepared, il 

And trufting heaven was bound to be their guards 

Untouched with ihame, the noble ftrife beheld. 

Nor once eflky^d to ftruggle to the field ; 

But fought in the cold (hade, and rural feat. 

An unmolcftcd eafe and calm retreat : il 

Saw each contending prince's arms advance, 

Then with a lazy dull indifference 
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See! where at once Rarailiia^s noble iield 105 

Ten thoufand tbeiD^s for living TerTe iiall yield. 

Ste ! where mt once the dreadful ohjeAs rife« 

At once they fpread before my wondering eyes, , 

And ihock my labouring foul with vaft furprize ; 

At once the wide extended battles move. 

At once they join, at once their fate they prove. 

The roar afcends promifcuous $ groans and cries. 

The drums, the cannons* burft, the fliout, fupplies 

One univerfal anarchy of noife. 

One din confused, found mixt and loft in found, 215 

Echoes to aH the frighted cities round. 

Thick duft and fmoke in wavy clouds arife. 

Stain the bright day, and taint the purer ikies ; 

While flafliing flames like lightening dart between, 220 

And fill the horror of the fatal fcene. 

Ajround the field, all dyM in purple foam. 

Hate, ^ry, and infatiate daughter roam ; 

Difcord with pleafure o'er the ruin treads. 

And laughing wraps her in her tatter'd weeds ; 22$ 

"While fierce Bellona thunders in her car, 

Shakes tenlble her fteely whip from far. 

And with new rage revives the fainting war* 

80 when two currents rapid in their courfe 

Rnlh to a point, and meet with equal force, 230 

The angry billows rear their heads on high, 

Oalhing aloft the foaming furges fly. 

And rifing cloud the air with mifty fpry 5 

The raging flood is heard from far to roar. 

By liftening ihepherds on the difhmt fhore, 235 

While much they fear, what ills it fhould portend, 

^ wov^T ^ly the vratery gods conteid. 
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High in the midft, Britannia's warlike chief. 
Too greatly bold, and prodigal of life, 
Is feen to prefs where death and dangers call, 
"Where the war bleeds, and where the thickeft fall 
He flies, and drives confusM the fainting Gaul. 
Like heat difFusM, his great example waims. 
And animates the focial warriors* arms. 
Inflames each colder heart, confirms the bold. 
Makes the young heroes, and renews the old. 
In forms divine around him watchful wait 
The guardian genii of the Britifh flate j 
Juftice and Truth his fleps unerring guide. 
And faithful Loyalty defends his fidej 
Prudence and Fortitude their Marlborough guait 
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ON THE QUEEN^S SUCCESS. 17 

He (ees *tis doomM his fatal friend the Gaul 

Shall (hare the ftiame, and in one rain fall^ 279 

Flies from the foe too ofr in battle try*d. 

And heaven contending on the vi^or'^s fide ; 

Then mourns his raih ambition^s crime too late. 

And yields relu£lant to the force of fate. 

So when JEneas, through night's gloomy (hade. 

The dreadful forms of hoftile gods fui-vey'd, 

Hopelefs.he left the burning town and fled :^ 

Sanr *twas in vain to prop declining Troy, 

Or fave what heaven had deftin'd to deftroy. 

What vaft reward, O Europe, ihalt thou pay, s8« 
To him who favM thee on this glorious day ! 
Blefs him, ye grateful nations, where he goes. 
And heap the vi^lor's laurel on his brows. 

In every land, in every city freed, 
let the proud column rear its marble head, 
To Marlborough and Liberty decreed ; 
Itich with his wars, triumphal arches raife, 
To teach your wondering ions the hero's praife.; 
To him your flcilful bards their verfe fliall bring, 
For him the tuneful voice be taught to flng, 
6a The breathing pipeihall fwell, ihall found the trem 
bling ftring. 
happy thou I where peace for ever fmiles, 
Britannia ! nobleU of the ocean's iiles, 
Fair queen I who doft amidft thy waters reign, 
And ftretch thy empire o'er the fartheft main : 25^5 
What tranfports in thy parent bofom roU'd, 
When fajne at firft the pleafing ftory told i 

C How 
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How didft thou lift thy towery front on high ! 
Not meanly confcious of a mother's joy. 
Proud of thy fon as Crete was of her Jove, 
Howwert thou pleasM heaven did thy choice approve^ 
And fixt faccefe where thou haft fixt thy love I 
How with regret his abfencc didft thou moum I 
How with impatience wait his wiftit return ! 
How were the winds accusM for his delay 1 
How didft thou chide the ^ds who rule the fea^ 
And charge the Nereid nymphs to waft him on his way 

At length he comes, he ceafes from his toil. 
Like kings of old returning from the fpoil 5 
To Britain and his queen for ever dear, 
He comes, their joy and grateful thanks to (hare j 
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•New flames are feen to fparkle in her eyes. 
And on her blooming cheek frefh rofes rife; 
The pleafing paffion heightens each bright hue, 33» 
And feems to touch the finiftiM piece anew. 
Improves what nature's bounteous hand had giycn, 
And mends the faireft workmanfhip of heaven. 

Nor joy like this in courts is only found, 
But fpreads to all the grateful people round ; 335 

Laborious hinds inur'd to rural toil. 
To tend the flocks and turn the mellow foil^ 
In homely guife their honeft hearts exprefs. 
And blefs the warrior who protefts the peace. 
Who keeps the foe alooP and drives afar 34« 

The dreadful ravage of the wafting war. 
No rude deftroyer cuts the ripening crop. 
Prevents the harveft, and deludes their hopei 
No helplefs wretches fly with wild amaze, 
look weeping back, and fee their dwellings blaze j 345 
The viftor's chain no mournful captives know, 
Hot hear the threats of the infulting foe. 
But Freedom laughs, the fruitful fields abound, -^ 
The chearful voice of mirth is heard to found, > 

And Plenty doles her various bounties round, J 

The humble village, and the wealthy town, 
•Conlbnting join their happinefs to own : 
What heaven and Anna's gentleft reign afford. 
All is fecur'd by Marlborough's conquering fword. 

O facred, ever honoured name I O thou ! 3:5 

That wert our greateft William once below I 
What place foe'er thy virtues now pofTefs 
Near the bright fource of everlafting blifs, 

C a ^V^\^ 
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Where -e'er exalted toctherial height, 
Radiant»with ftars, thou tread'ft the fields of light. 
Thy feats divine, thy heaven a-vtrhih forfake, 
And deign the Britons' triumph to partake. 
Nor art thou changed, but ftill thou (halt delight 
To hear the fortune of the glorious fight. 
How faird opprcflion, and prevailed the right. 
What once below, fuch ftill thy pleafures are, 
Europe and Liberty are ftill thy care j 
Thy great, thy generous, pure, immortal mind 
Is ever to the public good inclined. 
Is ftill the tyrant's foe, and patron of mankind. 
Behold where Marlborough, thy laft beft gift. 
At parting to thy native Belgia left, 
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Swift to her friends diftrefs'd her fuccours fly. 
And diftant wars her wealthy Tons fupply : 
From flow una^Uve court s, they giieve to h«ar 
Eugene, a name to every Briton dear. 
By tedious languiihing delays is held 395 

Repining, and impatient, from the field : 
While faftious ftatefmen riot in excefs. 
And lazy priefts whole provinces pofTefs, 
Of unregarded wants the brave complain. 
And the ftarv'd foldier fues for bread in vain ; 400 
At once with generous indignation wann, 
Britain the treafure fends, and bids the hero arm. 
Straight eager to the field, he fpeeds away. 
There vows the viftor Gaul (hall dear repay 
The fpoils of Calcinates fatal day : 
Chear^d by the prefence of the chief they love, 
Once more their fate the warriors long to prove 5 
Reviv'd each foldier lifts his drooping head. 
Forgets his wounds, and calls him on to lead j 
Again their crells the German eagles rear, 41© 

Stretch their broad wings, and fan the Latian aii' j 
Greedy for battle and the prey they call. 
And point great Eugene^s thunder on the Gaul. 
The chief commands, and foon in dread array 
Onwards the moving legions urge their way j 415 

With hardy marches and fuccefsful hafte, 
O^er every barrier fortunate they pafs'd. 
Which nature or the fkilful foe had plac'd. 
The foe in vain with Gallic arts attends. 
To mark which way the wary leader bends, ^. 410 
C 3 Vainly 
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Vainly in war*8 myfterious rules is wife, 
Lurks where tall woods and thickefl: coverts rif^^ 
And meanly hopes. a conqueft from furprize. 
Now with fwift horfe the plain aroimd them beats. 
And oft advances, and as oft retreats; 
Now fix'd to wait the coming force, he feems^ 
SecurM by fteepy banks and rapid ftreams ; 
While river-gods in vain exhaiift their ftorc ;. 
From plenteous urns the gufhing torrents pour. 
Rife o'er their utmoft margins to the plain, 
And drive toftay the wamor's hafte in vain ; 
Alike they pafs the plain and clofcr wood. 
Explore the ford, and tempt the fwelling flood, 
Unfhaken ftill purfiie the iledfaft coui le, 




ON THE Qg£J£N*S SUCQBSS. sj 

Not danger, toil, the tedious weary way. 
Nor all the Gallic powers his promised ai4 delay. 
Like ti-uth itfelf i^nkDowing how to fsul^ 
He fcom'd to doubt, and knew he muft prevai]^ 
Xhus ever certain does the fun appear, 455 

Bound by the law of Jove's eterpfil year j 
Thus conftant to his courfe fets out at mom, -^ 

Round the wide world in twice twelve hours is bom, > 
And to a moment keeps his iix'd return. 3 

Straight to the town the heroes turn their care, •> 
Their friendly fuccour for .^jehrave prepare, > 

And on the foe united bend the war. ^ 

O'er the fteepi trench and ramparts guarded height. 
At once they ru(h, and drive the rapid flight 3 
With idle arms the Gallic legions feem 465 

To ftem the rage of the refiftlefs ftream ; 
At once it bears them down, at once they yield. 
Headlong are pufh'd and fwept along the field ; 
Refiftance ceafes, and *ti.s war no more. 
At once the vanqui(h*d own the vigor's power ; 470 
Throughout the field, where-e'er they turn their fight, 
*Tis all or conqueft or inglorious flight j 
Swift to their rclcued friends their joys they bear, -^ 
■With life and liberty at once they chear, C 

And fave them in the moment of defpair. j 

So tijnely to the aid of finking Rome, 
With active hafte did great Camillus come : 
So to the Capitol he forc'd his way, -n 

So from the proud Barbarians fnatch'd his prey, > 
Afid fav'd his country in one fignal day. J 

C a. J'rom 
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From impious arms at length, O Louis ceafe !' 
And leave at length the labouring world in peace. 
Left heaven difclofe fome yet more fetal fcene. 
Fatal beyond Ramillia or Turin ; 
Left from thy hand thou fee thy fccptre ton*. 
And humbled in the duft thy lofies mourn : 
Left urg'd at length thy own repining (lave. 
Though fond of burdens, and in bondage brave^ 
Purfue thy hoary head with curfes to- the grave* 



AN EPISTLE TO FLAVIA. 

©N THE SIGHT OF TWO PINDARIC ODES 




EPISTLE TO FLAVIA. 15 

Sure, in the better ages of old time. 
Nor poetry nor love was thought a crime j 
-From heaven they both the gods beft gifts were (ent> 
Divinely perfe6l both, and innocent. 
Then were bad poets and loofe loves not known ; 
None felt a warmth which they might blufh to own. 
Beneath cool (hades our happy fathers lay. 
And fpent in pure untainted joys the day : 
Artlefs- their loves^, artlefs their numbers were. 
While Nature Amply did in both appear. 
Now could the cenfor or the critic fear. 
Pleas 'd to be pleas*d, they took what heaven beftow^d* 
Nor were too curious of the given good. 
At length, like Indians fond of fancyM toys. 
We loft being happy, to be thought more wife* 
In one cursM age, to puniih verfe and fin, 
Critics and hangmen, both at once, came in. 
Wit and the laws had both the fame ill fate. 
And partial tyrants fway'd in either ftate. 
Ill-natur'd cenfure would be fure to damn 
An alien-wit of independent fame. 
While Bays grown old, and hardened in offence. 
Was fuifer'd to write on in fpite of fenfe j 
BackM by his friends, th' invader brought along 
A crew of foreign words into our tongue. 
To ruin and enilave the free-born Englifh fong j 
Still the prevailing faflion propt his throne. 
And to four volumes let his Plays run on 5 
Then a lewd tide of verfe, with vicious rage. 
Broke in upon the morals of the age. 

Thfi 



26 KfKWn^S PO^J^l). 

The Stage (wfa9fr:V^w4i ctqc^ ^^Bftind .^jnaiv. 

To noble d^ljg, ajpi) .to. vUtOQUy lovr)^ - 

Precept, witb jpie»^ iji^i^'df vo ,ipc»re prnj^ ,^ 

But dealt in doubte-mjeiWk|; bawdjr jcftt 

The fhocking .fPHUXif pfewl tbe bluAliiy^ fufy , /* 

Apd drive ijiein from t*c^t|r T*fi»ipu . . .: ' 

Ye wretched Wdsj fixMEa wjiQW.tbfrfe tf l«.Jb^^ 

Whom the uyM^gi^g |»Q^men jh»iCfiLXgv'4:tpo JbiUi.. \ 

Well may you feiur the blvw will fui^y. c^awf» . ; , . 

Vour Sodom Jba^i^p^Tefi to aTfi$<i^4oAi|ft| 

Unlefs the fair.AfdeUi^ll alo^r^ - .■^' • ;•' 

To heaven for pU fiie guilty tribe atone } - 

Nor can Ten faints do more than fuch a One, 

Since fhe alone of the poetic crowd 

To {Iw falib rods oF wit has nt;vcr bowM^ 
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EPISTLE TO FLAVIA. ^^ 

In rerie like his, the heavenly nation raife 
Their tuneful voices to their Maker's praife. 
^or fliall celeftial harmony difdain* 
For once, to imitate an earthly ftrain, 
Whofe fame fecure, no rival e*er can fear. 
But thofe above, and fair Ardelia hej^e. 
She who undaunted could his raptures view. 
And with bold wings his facred heights purAie ^ 
Safe through the Dithyrambic ftream fhe fteer'd. 
Nor the rough deep in all its dangers fear'd j 
Not io the reft, who witli fuccefslefs pain 
Th' unnavigable torrent try'd in vain. 

So Clelia leap'd into the rapid flood, 
While the Etrufcans ftruck with wonder flood: 
Amidft the waves her ra(h purfuers dy'd^ 
The matchlefs dame could only ftem the tide. 
And gain the glory of the farther fide. 

See with what pomp the antic mafque comes in ! 
The various forms of the fantaftic fpleen. 
Vain empty laughter, howling grief and tears, 
Falfe joy, bred by falfe hope, and falfer fears ; 
Each vice, each paiHon which pale nature wears,.. 
In this odd monftrous medley mix'd appears. 
Like Bays 's- dance, confufedly round they run, 
Statefman, Coquet, gay Fop, and penfive Nun, 
Spe6tres and Heroes, Hufbands and their Wives, 
With Monkilh Drones that dream away their lives,. 
Long have I laboured with the dire difeafe, 
Nor found, but from Ardelia's numbers, eafe : 
The dancing verfe runs through my fluggifli veins. 
Where dull and cold the frozen blood remains. 

Pale 
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Pale cares and anxious thoughts give way in hafte. 

And to returning joy refign my breaft j 

Then free from eveiy pain I did endure, 

I blefs the charming author of my cure. 

So when to Saul the great mulician play'd. 

The fullen fiend unwillingly obey'd, 

And left the monarch's breaft^ to feek fome faferihade. 



SONG. 

WHILE Sappho with harmonious airs 
Her dear Philenis charms. 
With equal joy the nymph appears 
Diflblving in his arms. 




[ »9 ] 

EPIGRAM TO THE TWO NEW MEMBERS 
FOR BRAMBER, 1708. 

THOUGH in the Commons Houfe you did prevail. 
Good Sir Cleeve Moore, and gentle Mafter Hale i 
Yet on good luck be cautious of relying, 
Burgefs for Bramber is no place to die in. 
Your predeceflbrs have been oddly fated 5 
A%ill and Shippen have been both tranjlated. 



VERSES MADE TO A SIMILE OF POPE'S. 

WHILE at our houfe the fervants brawl. 
And raife an uproar in the hall 5 
When John the butler, and our Mary, 
About the plate and linen vary : 
Till the fmart dialogue grows rich. 
In fneaking dog \ and ugly bitch ! 
Down comes my lady like the devil. 
And makes them filent all and civil. 
Thus cannon clears the cloudy air. 
And fcatters tempefts brewing there : 
Thus bullies fometimes keep the peace. 
And one fcold makes another ceafe. 



ON 
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ON NrCOLINI AND VALENTiNrS FIRST COmS 
TO THE HOUSE IN THE HAY-MARKET. 

AMPHION ftrikes the vocal lyre. 
And ready at his call, 
Harmonious brick and iVone confpire 

To raife the Thcban wall. 
In emulation of his praife 

Two Latian Signors come, 
A finking theatre to raife 

And prop Van's tottering dome« 
But how this laft fliould come to pafs 

Muft ftill remain unknown. 
Since thcfe poor gentlemen, alas ! 
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EPILOGUE. 3ft 

gay (buly with fenfe, and will to rove, 
nguage, and with foftneis framed to move^ 
tie truth, but with a world of love, 
•ms on maids in morning (lumbers wait, 
ancy firft inlhuSs their hearts' to beaf, 
Irft they wifli, and figh for what they know 
lot yet. 

lot, ye fair, to think your lovers n>ay 
our cold hearts by fome unguarded way j 
eroy's misfortune make* you wife, 
\ danger ftill in darknefs and furprize ; 
from his rampart he defyM the foe, 
lugehe found an* aquedu^l below, 
fy freedom, and a gay addreft, 
ng lover feldom wants fuccefs : 
:he refpe^lful, like the Greek, ilts down» 
ftes a ten years fiege before one town, 
own fake let no forfaken maid, 
aderer for want of love, upbraid ; 
s a fecret, none ihould e'er confefs, 
ey have loft the happy power to pleafe. 
urpe6l the rogue inclined to break, 
rft, and fwear you \e turnM him off a week 9 
:es when they refty ftates-men doubt, 
hey can furrender, turn them out. 
'er you think, grav^ ufes may be made, 
h, ev'n for Inconftancy be faid. 
^ood man for Marriage Rites defign^d, ^ 

jdious care, and diligence of mind, v, 

rer £v«ry Page of Womankind 3 J 

Mark 
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Mark every Senfe, and how the Readings vary. 
And when he knows the worft on't— let him marry. 



PROLOGUE TO THE GAMESTER^ 
A COMEDY. BY MRS, CENTLIVRE. 

AS IT WAS ACTED AT THE NEW THEATRE I 
LIOCOLN'S-INN FIELDS, 1704^ 

SPOKEN BY MR« BE TTERTON. 

TF humble wives, that drag the marriage- chain 



With ciirfed dogged hufbands, may complain j 
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EPILOGUE. 33 

Have we for this increasM Apollo> race f 

Been often pregnant with your wits embrace ? 

And borne you many chopping babes of grace ? 

Some ugly toads we had, and that 's the curfe, 

They were. Co like you, that you farM the worfe j 

For this to-night, we are not much in pain, 

Xook on *t, and if you like it, entertain : 

If all the midwife fays of it be true. 

There are fome features too like fome of you i 

Eor us, if-you think fitting to forfake it. 

We mean to run away, and let the parifh take it. 



EPILOGUE 

SPOKEN BY MRS. BARRY.- 

At the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, April the 7th, 
1709, at her playing in Love for Love with 
Mrs. Bracegirdle, for the benefit of Mr. Betterton. 

AS fome brave knight, who once with fpear and 
.fhield 
Had ibught rmown in many a well-fought field j 
But now no more with facred fame infpirM, 
fas to a peaceful hermitage retirM : 

e, if by chance dirai2:rou$ tales he hears, 
natrons wi-ongs, and captive virgins tears, 
els foft pity urgp his generous breaft, • 
I yows once q;io» to fuccour the diftrefs'd* 
Jed in mail, he fallies on the plain, 
i turns him to dw feats of arms again. 
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So we, to fonncr leaguct of fnendflup trae^ 
Have bid once more our peacefol faoiDCf tdie«» 
To aid Old Thonias> asd.topleafiire ydn. 
Like errant d«mfel«9 boldljr we engage, 
ArmM> at you fee; for tke defeaceleft Atige. 
Time was w&en this good ii»a no help did lfeck> 
And fcora'd that any Ihe ihodd hold his back § 
JBut now, fo age and frailty have onlakl^d^ 
By * two at once he^s forcM to be fuftainM> 
You fee what fiiilhig natare brin|;8 man t6 ^ 
And yet let none inftdt, foron^ we k^oir> 
She may not wear fo well with fome of you. 
Though old, yet find his ftrength is not clean paft. 
But true as fteel he ^ metal^ to the laft. 




EPILOGUE. 35 

Bat Hnce, like friends to wit^ thus throngM you mecty 
Go on> and make the generous work compleat s 
Be true to merit, and ftill own his caufe. 
Find fomething for him more than bare applaufe. 
In juft remembrance of your pleafures paft, 
J3e kind, and give him a difcharge at laft ; 
In peace and eafe life's remnant let him wear« 
And hang his confecrated B\i0un * there. 



EPILOGUE TO THE CRUEL GIFT^ 
A TRAGEDY. BY MRS- CENTLIVRE. 

AS IT WAS ACTED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL IM 
DRURY-LANE, tjlj^ 

SPOKEN BY MRS. OLDFIELD. 

WELL— 'twas a narrow 'fcape my Lover made. 
That Cup and Meffage— I was fpre afraid— 
Was that a Prefent for a new-made Widow, 
All in her difmal dumps, like doleful Dido ? 
When one pcep'd in — and hop'd for fomething good. 
There wa»— Oh ! Gad ! a nafty Heart and Blood t> 

Da If 

* Pointing to the top of the ftage. 

•J- This tragedy was founded upon the ftory of Se- 
gifmonda and Guifcardo, one of Boccace's novels; 
wherein the Heart of the Loyer is fent by the Father 
to his Daughter, as a prefent. 
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If the old man had (hewn himfelf a fadicr, 
His Bowl fhould ha^e inclosM a Cordial radier« 
Something to chear me tip amidft mj trance, 
VEau de Barde^^t comfortable Nants • I 
He thought he paid it off with being fmart. 
And, to be witty, ciy'd, iMTd fend the heart* 
I could have told his gtiavity, moreover 
Were I our fex's feciets to difcover, 
•Tis what we never looked for in a Lover. 
Let but the Bridegroom prudently provide 
All other Matters fitting for a Bride, 
So he make good the Jewels and the Jointure, 
To mifs the Heart, does feldora difappoint her. 
Faith, for the fa/hion Hearts of late are made in. 




PROLOGUE. 37 

What furer pattern can you hope to find, 

Than that dear pledge * your Monarch left behind I 

See how his Looks his honefl Heart explain, 

And fpeak the blefllngs ef his future Keign ! 

In his each feature, truth and candour trace. 

And read Plain-dealing written in his Face.^ 



PROLOGUE TO THE NON-JUROR. 
A COMEDY. BYMR. CIBBER. 

AS IT WAS ACTED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL IN 
DRURY-LANE, I718. 
SPOKEN BY MR. WILKS. 

TO-night, ye Whigs and Tories, both be fafe. 
Nor hope at one another's coft to laugh. 
We mean to Ibufe old Satan and the Pope j 
They've no relations here, nor friends, we hope. 
A tool of theirs fupplies the comic ftage 
With juft materials for fatiric rage : 
Nor think our colours may too ftrongly paint 
The ftiff Non-juring Separation Saint. 
Good-breeding ne'er commands us to be civil 
To thofe who give the nation to the deyil 5 
Who tt our fureft, beft foundation ftrike. 
And hate our monarch and our church alike; 
Our church— which, aw'd with reverential fear. 
Scarcely the Mufe prefumes to mention here. 

D 3 Long 

* The prince of Wales then prefent. 
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Long may fhe thefe hep worft of foes defy. 
And lift her mitred head triumphant to the (kyt 

While theirs but fatire filently difdains 

To name, what lives not, but in madmen^s brains 
Like bawds, each lurking paftor fceks the dark. 
And fears the juftice's enquiring clerk. 
In clofe back-rooms his routed flocks he rallies* 
And reigns the patriarch of blind lanes and allies 
There fafe, he lets his thundering cenfures fly, 
Unchriftens, damns us, gives our laws the lye. 
And excommunicates three ftorles high. 
Why, fmce a land of liberty they hate. 
Still will they linger in this free-born ftate ? 
Here, every hour, frefh, hateful, objefts rife. 




( r9 ) 

HORACE, BOOK II. ODE IV. IMITATED. 

THE LORD GRIFFIN TO TUB SARI* OF 
SCARSDALE. 

I. 

DO not, moft fragrant earl, difclaim 
Thy bright, thy reputable fiame> 
To Bracegirdle the brown j 
But publicly efpoufe the dame. 
And fay, G — d— — the town, 
II. 
Full many heroes, fierce and keen. 
With drabs have deeply fmittcn been,^ 
Although right good commanders ; 
Some who with you have Hounflow feen, . 
And fome whoVe been in Flanders. 
III. 
Did not bafe Greber's * Pegg inflame 
The fober earl of Nottingham, 

Of fober fire defcended ? 
That, carelefs of his foul and fame^ 
To play-houfes he nightly came. 
And left church undefended. 
IV. 
The monarch who of France is hight. 
Who rules the roaft with matchlefs mighty 

Since William went to heaven ; 

Loves Maintenon, his lady bright, 

"Who was but Scarron's leaving. 

D4 Thotigh 

* Signora PVancefco Marguareta de I'fipine, an 
Italian lorigftrefs. 
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ThougH thy dear^s father kept an ihit 
At grifly head of Saracen, 

For carriers at Northampton $ 
Yet fhe might come of gentler kin,. 

Than e*er that father dreamt on*. 
VI. 
Of proffers large her choice had ihe^ 
Of jewels, platCj and land in fee,. 

Which (he with icom rejected t. 
And can a nymph Co virtuous be 

Of bafe-bom blood fufpedled ? 
VII. 
Her dimple cheek, and roguifh eye^. 




[41 ] 

THE RECONCILEMENT BETWEEN JACOK 
TONSON AND MR. CONGREVE, 

AN IMITATION OF HORACE, BOOK III. ODB IX. 

TONSON. 

WHILE at my houfe in Fleet-ftrect once you lay* 
How merrily, dear Sir, time pafs'd away? 
While ** I partook your wine, your wit, and mirtb^. 
I was the happieft creature on God's yearth ••'* 
CONGREVE. 
While in your early days of reputation. 
You for blue garters had not fuch a palHon ; 
While yet you did not ufe (as now your trade is) 
To drink with noble lords, and toaft their ladies j 
Thou, Jacob Tonfon, wcrt-to my conceiving. 
The chearfuUeft, beft, honeft fellow living. 
TONSON. 
I 'm in with captain Vanburgh at the prefent, 
A mo^ fiveet-natur^d gentleman, and pleafant; 
He writes your comedies, draws fchemes, and model»> 
And builds dukes houfes upon very odd hills : 
For him, fo much I dote on him, that I,. 
If I was fure to go to heaven, would die. 
CONGREVE. 
Temple f and Delaval are now my party. 
Men that are tarn Mercurio both qtiam Marte j 

And 
• Tonfon (Sen^) his dialed, 
t Sir Richard Temple> afterwards lord Cobhara. 
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And though for them I (hall fcarce go to heaveiTy 
Yet I can drink with them ixK nights in ifven. 
T O N 8 O HJ 

What if from Van^s dear armv I (honld rettr^ 
And once more warm my* Banniut at yonr ipt4 
If I to Bow-Street (hould inyite you home. 
And fet a bed up in my dining<-room» 
Tell mcy dear Mr. Congrefe, would yda come f 
CONG RE VB. 

Though the gay failor, and the gentle knigbt^ 
Were ten times more my joy and heart's delight^ 
Though civil pcrfons they, you ruder were. 
And had more humours than a dancing-bear ^ 
Yet for your fake I 'd bid them both adieiij 




HORACE, Book III.. Ode XXL 43^ 

II. 
Since to Tome day propitious and great, 
Juftly at firft thou was defignM by fate 5 

This day, tbe happieft of thy many years^ 

With thee I will forget my cares : 
To my CorvHius" health thou (halt go round, 

(Since thou art ripen'd for to-day. 

And longer age would bring decay) 
Till every anxious thought in the rich ftream be drown*d«< 

III. 

Ta diee my friend his roughness fhall fubmit. 

And Socrates himfelf a while forget. 

Thus when old Cato would fometiraes unbend 

The rugged ftifFnefs of his mind. 
Stem and fevere, the Stoic quaffed his bowl. 

His frozen virtue felt the charm. 

And foon grew pleas d, and foon erew warm. 
And blefs^d thefprightly power that chearM his gloomy 
foul. 

IV. 
With kind conflraint ill -nature thou doft bend. 
And mould the fnarling cynic to a friend. 
The fage referv'd, and fam'd for gravity. 
Finds all he knows fummM up in thee. 
And by thy power unlocked, grows eafy, gay, and free, 
The fwain, who did feme credulous nymph perfuade 

To grant him all, infpir'd by thee. 

Devotes her to his vanity, 
And to his fellow- fops toads the abandon-d maid. 

v.. The 
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V. 

The wretch who, prefs'd beneath a load of cares^. 
And labouring with continual woes, defpairs^ 
If thy kind warmth does his chill'd fenfc invade,. 
From earth he rears his drooping head. 
Revived by thee, he ceafss now to mourn j 

His flying cares give way to hafte. 

And to the god refign his breaft, 
Where hopes of better days, and better things retiirD. 

VI. 

The labouring hind, who with hard toil and pains^ 
Amidll his wants, a wretched life maintains j 
If thy rich juice his homely fupper crown. 
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HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE I. 

TO VENUS. 

NCE more the Queen of Love invades my breaft 
Late, with long eafe and peaceful pleafures bleft ; 
Spare, fpare the wretch, that ftill has been thy (lave, 
And let my former fervice have 
The merit to protefl me to the grave. 
Much am I changed from what I once "have been, 

When under Cynera the good and fair. 

With joy I did thy fetters wear, 
Blefs'd in the gentle fway of an indulgent queen. 
Stiff and unequal to the labour now. 
With pain my neck beneath thy yoke I bow. 
Why doft thou urge me ftill to bear ? Oh ! why 
Doft thou not much rather fly 
To youthful breaftis, to mirth and gaiety ? 
Go, bid thy fwans their glofly wings expand. 

And fwiftly through the yielding air 

To 'Damon thee their goddefs bear. 
Worthy to be thy flave, and fit for thy command< 
Noble, and graceful, witty, gay, and young, 
Joy in his heart, love on his charmirg tongue. 
:Skiird in a thoufand foft prevailing arts. 
With wondrous force the youth imparts 
Thy power to unexperienced virgins hearts. 
Far ihall he ftretch the bounds of thy command | 

And if thou fhalt his wifhes blefs, 

Beyond his rivals with fuccefs. 
In gold and marble Ihall thy ftatues ftand. 

Beneath 
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Beneath thefacred (hade of Oders"^qf(x|f , 

Or on the banks of Oufe^s.^isile fldod. 

With odorous beams a temple he flail taa&t. 

For ever facred to thy pnufe. 

Till the fair ftreani, aodiivood, and love idelf decayt* 

There while rich incenfe onlhy altar ImniSy 

Thy votariesy the nymphs and fwauwy 

In melting«foft harmonious ftrainSj 
Mix'd with the fofter flutes, fliall teU their ibnes 

turns. 
As love and beauty with the light are bonit 
So with the day thy honours fliall return ; 
. Some lovely yt)uth, pair'd with a blufliing maid, 
A troop of cither fex fliall lead, 
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And when my ftruggling thoughts for pafTagc ftrove, 

"Why did my tons^e refufe to move ; 

Tell me can this be any thing but love ? 

Still with the night my dreams my griefs renew, 

Slill ihe is prefent to ray eyes. 

And flill in vain I, as fiie flies, 
.O'er woods, and plains, and feas, the fcornful maid 
purfue. 



HORACE, BOOK I. EPISTLE IV. IMITATED. 

T O 

RICHARD THORNHILL, Esq^». 

THORNHILL, whom doubly to my heart commend 
The critic's art, and candour of a friend^ 
. Say what thou doft in thy retirement And, 
Worthy the labours of thy aftive mind ; 
Whether the tragic Mofe infpires thy thought. 
To emulate what moving Otway wrote j 
Or whether to the covert of fome grove 
Thou and thy thoughts do from the world rentove. 
Where to thyfelf thou all thofe rules doft (how. 
That good men ought to pra£life, or wife know. 
For fure thy mais of .men is no dull clay. 
But well-inform'd with the celeftial ray. 
The bounteous gods, to thee compleatly kind. 
In a fair frame inclosed thy fairer mind^ 

•And 

f Who fought the duel with Sir Cholmondley Deering. 




ROWE'S POE IVf S. 



And though they did profufelj wealth beftow. 
They gave thee the true ufe of wealth to know. 
Could ev'n the nurfe wifii for her darling boy 
A happlnefii which thou dofl: not enjoy : 
What can her fond ambition alk beyond 
A foul by wifdom's nflbleft precepts cro^vu'd ? 
To this fair fpecchi and happy ut^coace fom'd; 
T- unlock the fee ret rreaftiries of the mind. 
And make the b] effing common to mankind. 
On thefe let health znd rep u tab on wait. 
The favour of the viituouB and the great i 
A table cheerfully and cleanly fpread. 
Stranger alike to riot aitd to need t 
Such ajx eftate as no extremes may know. 



} 



I 
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THEUNION. 

WHILE rich in brighteft red the blufhing Rofe 
Her freflieft opening beauties did difclofe; 
Her, the rough. Thiftle from a neighbouring field. 
With fond defires and Iover*s eyes beheld: 
Straight the Jierte plaftt lays by his pointed darts. 
And wooes the gentle flonver with fofter arts. 
Kindly /&^ heard, and did bis flame approve. 
And own'd the ivarrior worthy of ber love. 
Flora, whofe happy laws the feafons guide. 
Who does in fields and painted meads prefide, 
And crowns the gardens with their fiowery pride, 
With pleafure faw the tvt/bing pair combine. 
To favour what their Goddefs did defign. 
And bid them in eternal Union join. 
Henceforth, flie fuid, in each returning year. 
One ftem the Thiftle and the Rofe fhall bear : 
The Thiftlc's lafting grace, thou, O my Rofe ! (halt be. 
The warlike Thiftle's ar;fts, a fure defence to tbee» 



\ 



ON CONTENTMENT. 

DONE FROM THE LATIN OF J. GERHARD*. 

MANY that once, by Fortune's bounty rcarM, 
Amidft the wealthy and the great appeared j 
l^avc VHrifely from thofe envyM heights declin'd, 
Jlave fiink to that Juft level of mankind. 
Where nor too little nor too much gives the true 
peace of tnind^ 

E ON 

* In his MediiJLtiones Sacrae. 



} 
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ON THE LAST JUDGMENT, 

A PI D 

THE HAPPINESS OF THE SAINTS IN HEAVEN; 
DOJJ^ FROM THE LATIN OF J, GERHARD. 

IN that bkf3*d,day, from every part, the juft, 
Rais'd from the liquid deep or jnoiildcrinj{ duflf 
The various j)rodu5iK oF Time's frukfal womb, 
AU of puft a^^es, preftnt aiid to come^ 
In full alTcmbly ftiall at onct leibrt. 
And meet witliln hlgli heavcrn's ce pa clou a court ; 
There famous names rever'd In days of old. 
Our great fort fathers ihcjre we ftiall behold. 
From wliom old ftocka and anceftry beganj 
And wcnihlly In long fucceffion rai) ; 
The rrv trend Ijieb with pleafure fhall we greet, 
Attcrntive htar, while ^ithful they repeat 
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COLIN'S COMPLAINT. - 
A SONG, 

•0 THE TUNE OF GRIM KING OF THE GHOSTS. 

DESPAIRING befide a clear ftream, 
A fhepherd forlaken was laid ; 
And while a falfe nyihph was his theme, 

A willow fupported his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain. 

To his fighs with a figh did reply ; 
And the brook, in return to his pain. 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

Alas, filjy fwain that I was ! 

Thus fadly complaining, he cry'd. 
When firft I beheld that fair face, 

*Twere better by far I had dy'd. 
She talk'd, and I blefs'd the dear tongue ; 

When (he fmilM, 'twas a pleafure too great* 
I liftenM, and cryM, when flie fung. 

Was nightingale ever fo fweet ? 

How foolifh was I to believe 
She could doat on fo lowly a clown. 

Or that her fond heart would not grieve. 
To forfake th^ fine folk of the town ? 

E 2 Tm 
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To think that a beauty Co gay. 

So kind and fo conftapt would proTe,| 

Or go clad like ournMudeiM in gray. 
Or live in a cottage on love ? 

What though I have ikill to complain, 

Though the Mules my templet have cniwa^d^ 
Whut though, when they hear my ibft i 

The virgins fit weeping around. 
Ah, Colin, thy hopes are in.vain. 

Thy pipe and thy laurel refign | 
Thy falfe-one inclines to a fwain, 

Whofe mufic is fwceter than thine. 



And you, my companions fo dear. 
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Then to her new love let her go. 

And deck her in golden array, 
Be fined at every fine /how, 

And frolic it all the long day ; 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 

No more (hall be talkM of, or feen, 
Unlefs when beneath the pale moon. 

His ghoft ihall glide over the green. 



REPLY, BY ANOTHER HAND. 



YE winds to whom Colin complains, 
In ditties fo fad and fo fweet. 
Believe me, the fliepherd but feigns 

He 's wretched, to fliew he has wit. 
No charmer like Colin can move. 

And this is fome pretty new art ; 
Ah ! Colin 's a jugler in love. 
And likes to play tricks with my heart. 

n. 

When he will, he can figh and look pale, . 

Seem doleful and alter his face. 

Can tremble, and alter his tale. 

Ah ! Colin has every pace : 
The willow my rover prefers 

To the bread, where he once begM to lie 
And the dream, that he fwells with his tears. 

Are rivals belov'd more than I. 

E 3 III. R\ 
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ni. 

His head my fond bofom would bear» 

And my heart would foon beat him to reft i 
Let the fwatn that it flighted defpair. 

But Colin is only in jeft t 
No death the deceiver defigns. 

Let the maid that is ruin*d deipair | - 
For Colin but dies in his lines. 

And gives himfelf that modiih air. 

rv. 

Can fhepherds, bred far from the court. 
So wittily talk of their flame ? 
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VL 

Of the violet, daify, and rofe, 

The hearts-eafc, the Hly, and pink. 
Did thy fingers a garland compofe, 

And crown'd by the rivulet's brink ; 
How oft, my dear fwain, did I fwear. 

How much my fond love did admire 
Thy verfcs, thy Ihape, and thy air. 

Though deck'd in thy rural attire ! . 

VII. 

Your iheep-hook you rul'd with fuch art, 

That all your fmall fubjefts obey'd j 
And ftill you reign'd king of this heart, 

Whofe paffion you falfely upbraid j 
How often, my fwain, have I faid. 

Thy arms are a palace to me, 
And how well I could liv^ in a fhade, 

Though adorned with nothing but thee I 

VIII. 

Oh! what are the fparks of the town, 

Though never fo fine and fo gay ? 
I freely would leave beds of down. 

For thy bread on a bed of new hay ; 
Then, Colin, return once again. 

Again make me happy in love. 
Let me find thee a faithful true fwain, 

And as conftant a nymph I will prove*^ 

E 4. EPIGRAM- 
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EPIGRAM 

ON A LAPY WHO SHED HER WATER AT SEEING 
TilE TRAGEDY OF CATO 5 OCCASIONED BY AN 
EPIGRAM ON A LADY WHO WEPT AT IT. 



WUIL5Tmaiidlin Whigs deplore their Cato's fate, 
Stiil with dry ey^s the Tojy Celia fate : 
]jut tlinijii her pride forbade her eyes to &ow. 
The c^iiihii^g waters found a vent below, 
'I iioiii:h llcrct yet with copious ftreains flie mourns, 
J/iLe lA-cnty is.;vcr-Gods wiih all their urns. 
J.(.r ot::crs i'crcw an hypocrilic face, 
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M JE C E N A S. 

VERSES OCCASIONED By THE HONOURS CONFER- 
RED ON THE RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF 
HALIFAX, 1714; 
BEING THAT YEAR INSTALLED KNIGHT OF THE 
MOST N09LE ORDER OF THE GARTER. 

PHOEBUS and Cacfar once confpirM to grace 
A noble knight, of ancient Tufcan race. 
The monarch, greatly confcious of his worth. 
From books and his retirement calPd him forth ; 
Adom'd the patriot with the Civic 'crown. 
The Conful's Fafces and Patrician gown : 
The world's whole wealth he gave him to beftow. 
And teach the ftreams of treafure where to flow : 
To him he bade the fuppliant nations come. 
And on his counfels fixM the fate of Rome. 

The God of Wit, who taught him firft to fing. 
And tune high numbers to the vocal ftring. 
With jealous eyes beheld the bounteous king. 

Forbear, he cry'd, to rob me of my Ihare 5 
Our common favourite is our common care. 
Honours and wealth thy grateful hand may give j 
But Phoebus only bids the poet live. 
The fervice of his faithful heart is thine; 
There let thy Julian Star an emblem ftiine 5 
His mind, and her imperial feat are mine. 
Then bind his brow, ye Thefpian maids, he faid : 
The willing Mufes the command obey'd, 
And wove the deathlefs laurel for his head. 



1 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON T}IE PRINCE OF WALES's, THEN REGENT, AF i 

FEARING AT THE FIRE IN SPRING-GARDEN, 

1776. 

THY Guardian, bleft Britannia, fcorns to deep. 
When the lad fubje^ls of his father weep 3 
Weak princes by their fears increafe diftrefs} 
}fj i'accs danger, and fo makes it lefs. 
Tyrants on blazing towns may fmile with joyj 
Jic knows, tojaa,>ey is greater than dejiroy. 
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)N A FINE WOMAN WHO HAD A DULL 
HUSBAND. 

I. 

WHEN on fair Celiacs eyes I gaze> 
And blefs their light divine ; 
I (land confounded with amaze^ 
To think, on what they fhine. 

II. 

On one vile clod of earth flie feems 

To fix their influence ; 
Which kindles not at thofe bright beams> 

Nor wakens into fenfe. 

III. 

Loft and bewildered with the thought, 

I could not but complain. 
That nature's lavifh hand had wrought 

This faiieft work in vain. 

IV. 

Thus fome, who have the ftars furvey'd. 

Are ignorantly led, 
To think thofe glorious lamps were made 

To light Tom-Fool to bed. 

OCCASIONED 
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OCCASIONED BY HIS FIRST VISIT TO LADY 
WARWICK AT HOLLAND-HOUSE. 



HEARING that Chloe's bower crown'd 
rbe fummit of a neighbouring hill, 
\Miere every niral joy was found, 
Wlicic henlih and wealth were placed around> 
To wait like fervants on her will. 

II. 

I went, and found 'twas as they faid, 




t)N LADY WARWICK. 6^ 

V. 

Soon as the fkilful Leach beheld 

The change that in my health was grown : 
Blame not, he cry'd, nor wood nor field j 
Difeafes which fuch Symptoms yield. 

Proceed from Chloe's eyes alone. 

VL 

Alike fhe kills in every air. 

The coldeft breaft her beauties warm ; 
And though the fever took you there. 
If Chloe had not been fo fair, . 

The place had never done you harm» 



STANZAS 

ro LADY WARWICK ON MR. ADDISON'S 
GOING Ta IRELAND. 



Y 



I. 

£ Gods and Nereid nysaphs who- role the fea ! 



Who chain loud ftorms, and ftiU the vaging main t 
Vith care the gentle Lycidas convey. 
And bring the faithful lover fafe again. 

IL 

Vhen Albion's ibore with chearlefs heart he left, 
Penfive and fad upan the deck he ftood> 

>f every joy in Chloe's eyes bereft, 
And wept his forrows in the fwelling flood. 

IIL Ah, 
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III. 

All, falreft maid ! whom, as I well divine. 
The righteous gods his juft reward ordain } 

For his return thy pious wifhes join, 

That thou at length may'ft pay him for his pain. 

IV. 

And fince his love does thine alone purfue. 
In arts unpra6lis'd and unus'd to range; 

I charge thee be by his example true. 
And fliun tliy fex's inclination, change. 

V. 

When crowds of youthful lovers round thee wait, 
luler thuuF'lits in IWctelt wurtk imoavt; 
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THE VISIT. 

WIT and Beauty t' other day, 
Chanc'd to take me in tlieir way j 
And, to make the favour greater, 
Brought the Graces and Good-nature, 
Cbnverfation care-beguiling, 
Joy in dimples ever fmiling. 
All the pleafures here below. 
Men can aHc, or gods be(low« 
A jolly train, believe me ! No : 
There were but two, Lepell * and How* 



THE CONTENTED SHEPHERD. 
TO MRS. A D • 

I. 

AS on a fummer's day 
In the greenwood (hade I lay. 
The maid that I lovM, 
As her fancy movM, 
Came walking forth that way. 

II. And 

* Afterwards the celebrated Lady Harvey. 
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II. 

And as" ftie pafTed by 

With a fcornful glance of her .cyc# 
What a (hame, q\ioth fhe. 
For a fwain muft it be, 

Like a lazy loon for to die I 

in. 

And doft thou nothing heed^ 
What Pan our god has decreed ; 

What a prize to-day 
Shall be given away. 
To the fweeteft fhepherd's reeJ ? 




THE "CONTENTED SHEPHERD. 
VI. 
Alas I my love, he cry^d, 
'What avails this courtly pride:? 
vSince thy dear defcrt 
Is written in my heart, 
'What is all the world beiide f 

VII. 

To me thou art more gay. 
In this homely rufTet gray, 

Than the nymphs of our green« 

So trim and Co flieen ; 
^Or the brighteft Queen of May. 

VIII, 

What though my fortune frown. 
And deny thee a iilken gown ; 

My own dear maid« 

Be content with this (hade. 
And afliepherdall thy own. 



SOTI^G. AH WILXOW, 

TO THE 8AMB, IN HER SICKNESS. 
I. 

^0 the brook and the willow that heard him complain, 

* Ah willow, willow, 
^oor Colin fat weeping, and told them his pain j 

Ah willow, willow ; ah willow, willow. 

F II. Sweet 
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II. 

Sweet ftrenmj ht cryM fadly. Til teacli dwc to flow. 

Ah willowj fee. 
And the waters ftiall rife tfl the brink with my wo«, 

Ah willow, fcc, 

m. 

AIJ reftkfs and pnlnful poor Amorct lies. 

Ah willow, &c. 
And counts the fad monaents of time as it iliei* 

Ah willowj &c. 

To the nymph my heart Jqves, ye ioft flumbcrs repair| 1 

Ah willow, &c> 
Spread yuwr downy wingt o^er her, and make bt^ 



'S O N G. 

VIII. 
IF no more my fad heart by thofe eyes fliall be chear' 

Ah willow, &c. 
If the voice of my warbler no more fhall be heard i 

Ah willow, &c. 

IX. 
Believe me, thou fair-one ; thou dear-one, believe. 

Ah willow, &c. 
Few fighs to thy lofs, and few tears will I give* 

Ah vvillow, &c. 

X. 

One fate to thy Coh'n and thee fhall be ty*d. 

Ah willow, &c. 
And foon lay thy fliepherd clofe by thy cold fide. 

Ah willow, &c. 

XL 
Then run, gentle brook j* and to lofe thyfelf, hafte^ 

Ah willow, willow, 
^ade thou too, my willow, 'this verfc is my laft i 

Ah willow, willow } ah willow, willow. 



TO THE SAME, SINGING. 

I. 
"THAT charms in melody are found 
Y To foften every pain ! 
do we catch the healing found, 
d feel the foothing (bain ! 

F a . Still / 
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n. 

Still when I hear tiiee» O my har, 

I bid my heart rejoice ; 
I ftiake ofF every fullen care» 

For forrow flies thy ? oice. 

m. 

The feafons Philomel olbey» 
Whene'er they hear her fingj 

She bids the winter fly away. 
And flie recalls the i^pring. 



SONG, 




SONG. 

*Tis not becaufe I love yon Icfs, 
Or think you not a true one i. 

But if the tpith I muft confefs^ 
I always lovM a new-one. 



TO LORD WARWICK ON H I S^ . 
BIRTH-DAY. 

WH£N« fraught with all that grateful minds can- 
move. 
With friendihipy tendemefs* nfpcSty and love f 
The Mufe had wifti'd, on this returning day, 
Somediing mod worthy of herfeif to fay : 
To Jove (he offered u^ an humble prayer. 
To take the noble Warwick to his care. 
Give him, flie faid, whatever diviner grace 
Adorns the foul» or beautifies the face : 
Let manly conftancy confirm his truth. 
And gentleft manners crown his blooming youth;. 
Give him to fame, to virtue to afpire, 
Worthy our fongs and thyinforming fire t 
Ml various praife, all honours, let him prove,, 
•et men admire, and iighing virgins love s 
^ith honefi; zeal inflame his generous mind, 
"i love his country, and proteft mankind. 
tcntive to her prayer, the goti replyM, . 
^y doft thou a(k what has not been deny'd ?• 
-'s bounteous hand has lavifh^d all his powers- 
making what he is, can add no more. 

F 3 Yet 
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Yet fince I joy in what I did create, -j 

I will prolong the favourite Warwick's fate, > 

And lengthen out his years to feme unc(^mon date. J 



TO LADY JANE WHARTON, ON HER 
STUDYING THE GLOBE. 

WHILE o'er the globe, fair nymph, your fearcbes 
run, 
And trace its rolling circuit round the fun. 
You feem'd the world beneath you to furvey. 
With eyes ordain'd to give its people day. 
W'ith two fair lamps methought your nations fhone> 
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Ta MRS. PULTENEY, UPON HER GOl 
ABROAD. 

TIR'D with the frequent mifchiefs of her eyesj 
To diihint climes the fair Belinda flies. 
She fees her fpreading flames, confume arousd. 
And not another conqueft to be found. 
Secure in foreig^n realms at will to reign » 
She leaves her vaflals here with proud difdain.^ 
One only joy which in her heart fhe wears. 
The dear companion of her flight flie bears, 
^neas thus a burning town foi-fook. 
Thus into banifliment his gods he took : 
But, to retrieve his native Troy's difgrace* 
Fix'd a new empire in a happier place. 



ODE FOR THE NEW YEAR, 1716. 



H 



A I L to thee, glorious rifing year, 
Vith what uncommon grace thy days appear ! 
Comely art thou in thy prime. 
Lovely child of hoary Time ; 
Where thy golden footfteps tread, 
Pleafures all around thee fpread j 
Bllfs and beauty grace thy train; 
fe, flrike the lyre to fome immortal ilrain. 

F4 But 
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But oh ! what ikill, what mafter hand. 
Shall govern or conftrain the wanton band ! 
Loofe like my verfe they dance^ and all without 
mand. 
Images of faireft things. 
Crowd about the fpeaking firings y 
Peace and fweet profpcrity, 
Faith and chearful loyalty. 
With fmiling love and deathlefs poefy. 

n. 

Ye fcowling fliades who break away^ 
Well do ye fly and fhun the purple day. 
Every fiend and fiend-like form, 
Black and fullen as a ftorm. 




ON' THE NTEW YEAR. 7, 

Royal youth ! what hard divine. 

Equal to a praife like tbine. 

Shall in fome exalted meafure- 

Sing thee, Britain^s deareft treafure ? 

Who her joy in thee fhall tell. 

Who the fprightly note (hall fwell 
His voice attempering to the tuneful ihell ? 

Thee Audenard's recorded field. 
Bold in thy hrave paternal band, beheld. 
And faw with hopelefs heart thy fainting rival yield : 

Troubled he, with fore difroay,i 

To thy ftronger fate gave way. 

Safe beneath thy noble fcom, 

Wingy-footed v<ras he borne. 
Swift as the fleeting (hades upon the golden com.. 

IV- 

What valour, what diftinguKhM worth. 
Prom thee (hall lead the coming ages forth I 
Crefted helms and (hining (hields. 
Warriors fam'd in foreign fields j 
Hoary heads with olive bound> 
Kings and lawgivers renown'd 5. 
Crowding ftill they rife anew. 
Beyond the reach of deep prophetic view. 
Young Augu(his ! never ceafe ! 
Pledge of our prefent and our future peace, 
Still pour the bleffings forth, and give thy great increafe* 
All the ftock that fate ordains 
To fupply fucceeding reigns. 

Whether 
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Whether glory (hall infpire 

Gentler arts or martial fire. 

Still the fair defcent fliall be 

Dear to Albion all, like thee. 
Patrons of righteous rules, and foes to tyranny: 
V. 

Ye gol,den lights who ihine on high. 
Ye potent planets who afcend the iky. 

On the opening year difpenfe 

All your kindeil influence j 

Heavenly powers be all prepar'd 

For our Carolina's guard ; 

Short and eafy be the pains, 
Whicli for a nation's weal the heroine fuftains.. 




ON TH£ NEW YEAR. 7^ 

A thoufand ftorms around her threat, 
A thoufand billows roar beneath her feet. 
While, fix'd upon a rock, (he keeps her ftable feat. 
Still in fign of fure defence, 
Tiiift and mutual confidence, 
On the monarch, ftanding by. 
Still (he bends her gi*acious eye. 
Nor fears her foes approach, while heaven and he are 
nigh. 

VII. 
Hence then with every anxious care I 
Be gone, pile Envy, and thou cold Defpair I 
Seek ye out a moody cell. 
Where deceit and treafon dwell 5 
There repining, raging, ftili 
The idle air with curfes fill ; 
There blaft the pathlefs wild, and the bleak northern 
hill 5 _ 
There your exile vainly moan 5 
There where, with murmurs horrid as your own, 
Beneath the fweeping winds, the bending forefts groan j 
But thou, Hope, with fmiling chear. 
Do thou bring the ready year ; 
See the hours ! a chofen band ! 
See with jocund looks they ftand. 
All in their trim array, and waiting for command,. 

VIII. 
The welcome train begins to move, 
Hope leads increafe and chafte connubial love : 

Flora 
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Flora fwcet her bounty fpreads* 
Smelling gardens, painted meads { 
Ceres crowns the yellow plain 5 
Pan rewards the ihepherd^s pain j 
All is plenty, all is wealth. 

And on the balmy air fits rofy-colour^d health 
I hear the mirth, I Jiear the land rejoice. 
Like many waters fwells the pealing noife. 

While to their monarch, thus, they raife the pub! 
Father of thy country, hail I 
Always every where prevail j 
Pious> valiant, juft, and wife,. 
Better funs for thee arife, 
Purer breezes fan the (kies. 
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II. 

Majcfty and great renown 
Wait thy beamy brow to crown* 
Parent of our hero, thou, 
•Oeorge on Britain didft beftow. 
Thee the trumpet, thee the drum. 
With the plumy helm, become : 
Thee the /pear and fliining fliield, 
With everytixiphy of the wai*like £eld* 

ni. 

Call thy better bleflings forth. 

For the honour of his birth : 
^till the voice of loud commotion. 

Bid complaining murmurs ceafe. 
Lay the billows of the ocean ; 

And compofe .the land in peace. 

Call thy better, &c. 

IV. 

Queen of odours, fragrant May, 
For this boon, this happy day^ 
Janus with the double face 
Shall to thee refign his place. 
Thou ihalt rule .with better grace : 
Time from thee ihall wait his dooni, 
^nd thou flialt lead the year for every age to come. 
V. 
Faireft month, in Caefar pride thee. 

Nothing like him canft thou bring. 
Though the Graces fmile beiide thee s 
Though thy bounty gives the Spring. 

•VI. Thougk 




Though like Flori thou array thee, 
Firiei" than the painted bow | 

Carolina /liaJl repay thee 
All thy fwc^tiiefsj all thy ihow. 

She hcrfclf a glory greater 
Than tlxy goidcrn fini difckjiV^ ^ 

And her fmiJing offijpring (weeter 
Thm the bloom of sdi thy vott^* 
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"^o duiky night and chaos fmil'd 
On beauteous form their lovely child. 

IV. 
O fair variety ! 
What blifa thou doft fupply ! 
The foul brings forth the fair 
To deck the changing year. 
When our old pleaTures die. 
Some new one ftill is nigh j 
Oh ! fair variety ! 

V. 
Our paflion€, like the feafons, turn ^ 
And now we laugh, and now we mourn. 
Britunnia late opprefsM with dread. 
Hung her declining drooping head : 
A better vifagc now (he wears. 
And now at once (he quits her fears : 
Strife and war no more fhe knows. 
Rebel fons nor foreign foes. 
VI. 
Safe beneath her mighty mafter. 

In fecurity (he fits ; 
Plants her loofe foundations fafter. 
And her forrows paft forgets. 

VII. 
Happy Hie ! the care of heaven. 
To the guardian hero given, 
Unrepining ftill obey him, 
Still with love and duty pay him. 

VIII. Thbugh 



VIIL 

Though he parted from thj fliore. 
While contefting kings attend him} 

Could he, Britain, give thee more 
Than the pledgeOie left behtnd hittr? 



ODE TO PE AOSU FOR THE YEAR* : 

I. 

THOU faizeft, fweeteft daughter of die ikiei 
Indulgent, gentle, life-reftoring Peace J 
^With what aurpicious beauties doft thou rife» 
And Britain's new^revolving Janus blefs^ 
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IV. 

Awake the golden lyre. 
Ye Heliconian choir ; 
Swell every note ftill higher. 
And melody infpire 
At heaven and earth's dedre. 
V. 
Hark, how the founds agree. 
With due complacency ! 
5weet Peace, 'tis all by thee. 
For thou art harmony, 
VI. 
Who, by nature's faireft creatures. 
Can defcribe her heavenly features ? 
What comparifon can fit her ? 
Sweet are rofes, flie is fweeter 5 
Light is good, but Peace is better. 
Would you fee her fiich as Jove 
Form'd for univerfal love, 
Blefs'd by men and gods above? 
Would you every feature trace. 
Every fweetly froi ling grace ? 
Seek our Carolina's face. 

vir. 

Peace and ^fhe are Britain's treafareg, 
Fr4iitful in eternal pleafures : 
Still their bounty ihall increafe us. 
Still their fmiling offspring blefs us. 
Happy day, when each was given 
"By =C3efar and indulging Heaven. 

G CHORUS 
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CHORUS. 

Hail, ye celeftlal pair ! 

Still let Britannk be your care. 

And Peace and Carolina crown the year. 



ODE FOR THE KING'S BIRTH-DAY, 1718. 



OH touch the ftrlng, celeflial Mufe, and fay. 
Why are peculiar times and feafon^ bleft ? 
Ik it in Fate, that one diftinguifh*d day 

Should with more hallow'd purple paint the Eaft? 
II. 
Look on ife and nature's race * 
How the carelefs minutes pafs. 
How they wear a common face : 
One is what another was ! 
Till tlie happy hero's worth 
Bid the feftival ftand forth $ 
Till the golden light he crown. 
Till he mark it for his own* 
III. 
• How had this glorious morning been for|;ot, ' 
Unthought-of as the things that never weit j 
Had not our greateft Csefar been its lot, 
And.caird it from amongft the vnlgar year ! 

IV. Now 
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IV. 
Now, Nature, be gay 
In the pride of thy May, 
To court let thy graces repair ; 
Let Flora beilow 
The crown from her brow. 
For our brighter Britannia to wear. 
V. 
Through every language of thy peopled earth. 

Far as the fea's or Caefar's influence goes. 
Let thankful nations celebrate his birth. 
And blefs the author of the world's repofe. 

VL 
Let Volga tumbling in cafcades. 

And Po that glides through poplar fhadcs. 
And Tagus bright in fands, of gold, 
And Arethufa, rivers old. 

Their great deliverer fing. 
Not, Danube, thou whofe winding flood 
So long has blufh'd with Turkifli blood. 
To Capfar Ihall refuie a drain, 
Since now thy ftreams without a ftain 
Run cryftal as their fpn'ng. 
CHORUS. 
To mighty George, that heals thv wounds, 
That names thy kings anc) marks thy bounds^ 
The joyful voice, O Europe, raife : 
In the great Mediator's praife 
Let all thy various tongues cpmb^ite, 
And Britain's feftjval be thine. 

Gz ODE 
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ODE TO THE THAMES, FOR THE YEA 

KING of the Floods, whom friendly $& 
To fold alternate in thy winding tiain. 
The lofty palace and the fertile vale | 
King of the Floods, Britannia^s darlings hai 
Hail with the year fo well begun. 
And bid his each revolving fun. 
Taught by thy ftreams, m ihiooth fiicceffibn : 

n. 

From thy never-failing urn 

Flowers, bloom and fair increafe 
With the feafons take their turn ; 




ODE TO THE THAMES. 2^ 

V. 

lay'ft thou ftill, fecur'd by diftant wars, 
r ftain thy cryftal with domeftic jars : 
[^aefar^s reign> to Britaio ever dear, 
I jpin with thee to blefs the coming year« 
VI. 
On thy fliady margin. 
Care its load difcharging. 
Is lulled to gentle reft i 
Britain thus difarming. 
Nor no ^lore alarming, 
^hall ile^p on Csefar^s breaft* 
VII. 
Sweet to diftrefs is balmy fieep. 

To deep aufpicious dreams. 
Thy meadows, Thames, to feeding fhcep^ 

To thirft, thy fiiver ftreams : 
More fweet than all, the praife 
Of Caefar's golden days : 
Cxfar's praife is fweeter ; 
Britain's pleafure greater ; 
Still may Caefar's reign excel ; 
Sweet the praife of reigning well* 

CHORUS. 

Gentle Janus, ever wait, 

i\s now, on Britain'^s kindeft fate; 

own all pur vows, and all thy gifts beftowj. 
Till Time no more renews his date, 

nd Th:imes forgets to flow. 

G 3 ' THE 
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THE STORY OF GLAUCUS AND ECYLLA* 

moM ovid's metamorphoses, tlOOK xiii, 
T T ERE ceisM tke nymph 5 the fair aJTembly bmkcj 
^ ^ The fea-grcen Ncrdds to the waves betook ; 
While ScyUa, ftarful of the wide-iprestd maiUj 
Swift to the iafer Ihore returns agaiiu 
There o'tT the fandy umrgitij unarray'dj 
With pnn tit r^ footlleps fJiea the bounding matd % 
Or in ft>me winding creek's iecuiTe retreat 
y he bath es her weary 1 ii nbs,3 n d ftiu ns the noond Ay *a h^U 
Her GlauctJE^ faw, as o'er the deep h€ rode^ 
Mew to the ieas, and la£c receiv*d a god. 
He fawj and languifliM for the \urgm'» low, ,1 
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am I, nor monfter of the main, .. . 
il with the watery gods I reignj 
:eus nor Palaemon me excel], 
trhofe breath infpires the founding ihell. 
1, 'tis true, I owe to mortal race, 
lyfelf but late a mortal was : 
n in feas, and feas alone, I joy'd 3 
my Jiours, and all my cares, employed 
s now the twinkling prey I. drew j 
fully the flender line I threw, 
nt fate the moving float to. view, 
from ihore, there lies a verdant mead, 
rhage half, and half with water fpread : 
lor the horned heifers browfing ftray, 
:gy kids nor wanton lambkins play 5 
lor the founding bees their neftar culli 
1 fwains their genial chaplets pull 5 
;s, nor herds, nor mowers, haunt the pi ace» 
the flowers, or cut the bulhy.grafs: 
fure firft of living race came I, 
by chance, my dropping nets to dry, 
' prize, in order all difplay'd, 
)er on the greenfword there I lay'*d, 
ives, whom or in my nets I took, 
unwary on my. wily hook. 
behold ! yet what avails a lye ? 
rm bite the grafs, as I fate by j 
Iden darting o'er the verdant plain,-, 
ead their finns, as in their native main : . 
with wonder ftruck, while all my-prey . 
: new mafter, and regained, the fea. 

G 4 Amoz 
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Amaz*d, within my fecret feff I fotigbt, 
"What god J what herb J ttie miracle had wrought • 
But fure no herhs liave power like thisj I cry'd | 
And ft rait I plucked fome neigh bourmg herbs, and tr^'J^' 
Scarce kad I bit, and prov^'d the wondrous taile, 
When ftrong convulfions fhoo^ nry troubled brcaft* 
I fdt my heart grow fond of fome thing firaugc^ 
And my v^holc natiu^ labouring with a change. 
Reft le fa I grew, and every plac*: forfook. 
And ft ill upon the feai I bent my look- 
Farewell, for ever 1 farewell, land! 1 faidj 
And plungM amidft the waves my finking he:id. 
The gentle powers, who that low empht keep, 
P^ectivM mc as a brother of the deep 3 
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My fiiby tail, my arms of azure hue, 

And every part divinely changed, I view. 

But what avail thefe ufelels honours now f 

What joys can immortality beftovv ? 

What, though our Nereids all my fonn approve > 

What boots it, while fair Scylla fcoms my love ? 

Thus far the god; and more he would have faidj 
When from his prefence flew the ruthlefs maid. 
Stung with repulfe,'in fuch difdainful fort, 
He fecks Titanian Circe's horrid court. 
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TO THE SUSPPOSED AUTHOR OF THE 
SPECTATOR. 

IN courts licentious, and a fhamclefs ftagc,- 
How long the war (hall wit with virtue wage ? 
Inchanted by this proftituted fair, 
Our youth run headlong in the fatal fnare^ 
In height of rapture clafp unheeded pains. 
And fuck pollution through their tingling veins ? 

Thy fpotlefs thoughts unfhock'd the prieft may hear j 
And the pure veftal in her bofom wear. 
To confcious blufhes and diminifhM pride. 
Thy glafs betrays what treacherous love would hide j 
Nor harfh thy precepts, but infus'd by ftealth, 
Pleased while they cure, and cheat us into health. 
Thy works in Chloe*s toilet gain a part. 
And with his tailor (hare the fopling*s heart : 
La(h*d in thy fatire, the penurious cit 
Laughs at himfelf, and finds no harm in wit : 
From felon gamefters the raw fquire is free. 
And Britain owes her refcued oaks to thee. 
His mif€ the frolic Vifcount dreads to toaft. 
Or his third cure the (hallow Templar boaft j 
And the raih fool, who fcom'd the beaten road. 
Dares quakes at thunder, and confefs his God. 

The brainlefs ftripling, who, expelPd the town^ 
DamnM the ftiff college and pedantic gown, 
AwM by thy name, is dumb, and thrice a week 
Spells uncouth Latin, and pretends to Greek. 

, A faunterifi^ 




A futiDtcnng tribe I fuch born to wide cftateftj 
With j^£^ and ite ia fenates li«ld debates : 
At length dcfpla'd each to his ixdJs retires^ 
Fivft with the dogsj and king amidft the fquires j 
From pert to ftupid^ finJcs fttplncly dowOj 
In youth a coxeotnb, and Lfi age ^ clowij» 

Siicli reader!! fcorn^d^ thou win^r^ft thy during fiig^tt^ 
Above thr ftarsj and tread' ft the £elds of light j 
Fame, heaven and liell, are thy e^cajixd themc> ^M 

And vtfiotis fnch as Jove hjmlrlf might dream j ^1 
Man funk, to flavery, though Eo glory htsrti, 
Hcaven^s pride %vhen upright, and depraved hh fcoi%^ 

Such hints alone eould firiii/li Vir^ii lend^ 
And thou alone deferve from fuch a friend j 
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Through the new pupil foftering juices flow, 

Thruft forth the gems^ and give the flowers to 

blow. 
Aloft ; immortal reigns the plant unknown. 
With borrowM life, and vigour not his own. 



A POEM, 

TO HIS EXCELLENCY THE LORD PRIVY- 
SEAL, ON THE PROSPECT OF PEACE. 

** I Sacerdos 

** Fronde fuper Mitram, k felici tomptus Oliva/* 

ViRG. 

TO THE LORD PRIVY SEAL. 

CONTENDING kings, and fields of death, too long 
Have been the fubjeft of the Britifh fong. 
Who hath not read of fam*d Ramillia*s plain, 
Bavaria's fall, and Danube chok'd with flain I 
Exhaufted themes I a gentler note I raife. 
And (ing returning peace in fofter lays. 
Their fury quellM, and martial rage allayM, 
i wait our heroes in the fylvan fhade : 
I^ifbanding hofts are imagM to my mind. 
And warring powers in friendly leagues combined, 
While eafe and pleafure make the nations fmile. 
And Heaven and Anna blefs Britannia's ifle. 

H Well 
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Well fends our queen her mitred Bnftol forth » 
-Tot early coT-infels famM, and long-tryM worth j 
Who, thirty rolling years j had oft withheld 
The Swede and S^xon from the dufty field j 
J Completely formM to heal die Chriftisn woufidsj 
To name the kings, and give each kingdoni bounds | 
The face of ravag'^d nature to repair. 
By leagues to foftcn enrthj and heaven by prayer^ 
To gain by lovti wliere rage aiid flaogkter fail. 
And make the crofier o'er the fword pie vail 

So when great Mofesj with J eh ov airs vtrand, 
f^Had fcaLtter*d plagues o'er ftubborn Pbaj^ob's laxsil, 
Norw fpread a.ii hoft of iocufts round tl^e fhore, 
Kqw l^m'd Nile'* fattening ftreams to putrid ^ore j 
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rhe blifsfiil profpcfts, in my vcrfc difplay'd, 
Vlay lune the (hibboni» the ^^ccivM perfuadc : 
Ev'n thou to peace ihalt fpeedicr urge the way, 
\nd more be haitett*d by this (hort delay. 

ON THE PROSPECT OF PEACE. 

THE haughty Gaul, in ten campaigns o'er- 
thrown, 
^ow ceasM to think the weftern world lus own. 
3ft had he mournM his boafting leaders bound, 
\nd his proud bulwarks fmoking on the ground :' 
[n vain with powers renew'd he fill'd the plain, 
Vlade timorous vows, and bribM the imints in vain ; 
fVs oft his legions did the fight decline, 
Lurk'd in the trench, and Ikulk'd behind the line. 
Sefore his eyes the fancied javelin gleams, 
A.t feafts he ftarts, and feems dethroned in dreams j 
On gloi'y paft refleiSls with fecret pain. 
On mines exhauiled, and on millions (lain. 

To Britain's Queen the fceptred fuppliant bends. 
To her his crowns and infant race commends, 
Who grieves her fame with Chriftinn blood to buy, 
Nor aflcs for glory at a price fo high. 
At her decree, the war fufpended ftands. 
And Britain's heroes *hold their lifted hands. 
Their open brows no threatening frowns difguife^ 
But gentler paflions fparkle in their eyes. 
The Gauls, who never in their courts could find 
Such teroper'd fire with manly beauty join'd, 

H » Doubt 
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Doubt if they 're thofe, whom dreadful to the vievr 
In forms fo fierce their fearful fancies drew $ 
At whofe dire names ten thoufand widows preft 
Their helplefs orphans clinging to the breaft. 
In filent raptiure each his foe furveys ; 
They vow firm friendflupy and give mutual praiie. 
Brave minds, howe'er at war* are fecret friends j 
Their generous difcord with the battle ends ; 
In peace they wonder whence difTenfion rofe. 
And afic how fouls fo like could e'er be foes. 

Methinks I hear more friendly fiiouts rebound. 
And focial clarions mix their fprightly (bund. 
The Britiih flags are ftirl'd, her troops difband. 
And fcatter'd armies £eek their native land. 
The hardy veteran, proud of many a fear. 
The manly charms and honours of the war. 
Who hop'd to ihare his friends' illuftrious doom. 
And in the battle find a foldier's tomb, 
Leans on his fpear to take his farewell view. 
And fighing bids the glorious camp adieu. 

Ye generous fair, receive tht; brave with fmiles, 
O'er-pay their fleeplefs nights, and crown their toils j 
Soft beauty is the gallant foldier's due, 
For you they conquer, and they bleed for you. 
In vain proud Gaul with boaftful Spain confpires. 
When Engliih valour £nglifli beauty fires ; 
The nations dread your eyes, and kings defpair 
Of chiefs fo brave, till they have nymphs fo fair* 

See the fond wife, in tears of tranfport drown'd. 
Hugs her rough lord> and weeps o*er every wound. 

Hangs 
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Shngs on the lips that fields of blood relate. 
And (inilesy or trembles, at his various fate. 
Near the full bowl he draws the fancy'd line* 
And marks feignM trenches in the flowing wine. 
Then fets th* invefted fort before her ejes. 
And mines, that whirled battalions to the flues ^ 
His little liftening progeny turn pale. 
And beg again to hear the dreadful tale. 

Such dire achievements (ings the bard, that tells 
Of palfreyM dames, bold knights, and magic fpells. 
Where whole brigades one champion's arms overthrow. 
And cleave a giant at a random blow. 
Slay paynims vile, that force the fair, and tame 
The goblin's fury, and the dragon's flame. 

Our eager youth to diflant nations run. 
To vifit fields, their valiant fathers won ; 
From Flandria's /hore their country's fame they trace. 
Till far Germania ihews her blafted face. 
Th' exulting Briton afks his mournful guide. 
Where his hard fate the loft Bavaria try'd : 
Wbere Stepney grav'd the ftone to, Anna's fame. 
He points to Blenheim, once a vulgar name ; 
Here fled the Houfhold, there did Tallard yield. 
Here Marlborough turn'd the fortune of the field. 
On thofe fteep banks, near Danube's raging flood, .. 
The Gauls thrice ftarted back, and trembling flood ; 
When, Churchill's arm perceiv'd, they flood not long. 
But plung'd amidft the waves, a defperate throng. 
Crowds whelm'd on crowds dafli'd wide the watery bed. 
And drove the current to its diftant head. 

H 3 As 
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As when by HapWl^s, of by Kivdler*s hand 
A warlike courier on the canvas ilands, 
Such as on land en bleeding Ormohd bore. 
Or ft:t young Ammon oil tfie Grank fliore ; 
If chance a genemi^s feed the T?rork behold. 
He fnortBj he ndghs, he champ? the foamy goldi 
So, Hocftct fecn, tumulnsmis paflidns roll, 
A Hit hints of gJory ftre the Briton's foul, 
In fancy'd fights he fees the troops ^^TlgagC, 
And all the temped of the battle rage* 

Charm mq, ye powers j with fcenei lefs nobly brigh^ 
Far humbler thoughts ih* inglorious Mufc dcUghr, 
Content to fee the honours of the field 
By plough -fharef leverdj or in flowers conceal' d. 
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Curft by the hind, when to the fpoil he yields 

His year's whole fweat, and vainly ripen'd fields i , 

Curft by the maid, torn from her lover's fide. 

When left a widow, though not yet a bride j 

By. mothers curft, when floods of tears they ihed^^ 

And fcatter ufelefs rofes on the dead. 

Oh, facred Briftol I then, what dangers prove 

llie arts, thou fmil'ft on with paternal love ? 

Tlien, mixM with robbifli by the brutal foes. 

In vain the marble breathes, the canvas glows ; 

To (hades obfcure the glittering fword purfues 

The gentle poet, and defencelefs Mufe. 

A voice like thine, alone, might then affwage 

The warrior's fury, and control his rage ; 

To hear thee fpeak, might the fierce Vandal ftand, , 

And fling the brandifh'd fabre from his hand. 

Far hence be driven to Scythia's ftorray (hore 
The drum's -harfh mufic, and the cannon's roar| 
Let grim Bellona haunt the lawlefs plain. 
Where Tartar clans and grizly CofTacks reign ; 
Let the fteel'd Turk be deaf to matrons' cries. 
See virgins ravifli'd with relentlefs eyes. 
To death gray heads and fmiling infants doom, . 
Nor fpare the promife of the pregnant womb. 
O'er wafted. kingdoms fpread his wide command^ 
The favage lord of an unpeopled land. 

Her guiltlefs gLory juft Britannia draws 
From pure religion, and impartial laws. 
To Europe's wounds a mother's aid fhe brings. 
And holds in equal fcales the rival kings : 
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Her generous fons in choiceft gifts abound. 
Alike in arms, alike in arts renownM. 

As when fweet Venus (fo the fable iings) 
Awaked by ^ercids, from the ocean fpringSy 
With fmiies flie fees the threatening billows rife. 
Spreads fmooth the furge, and cleai^s the louring (kies, 
Light, o^er the deep, with fluttering Cupids crown*d. 
The pearly conch and iilver turtles bound } 
Her trefles fhed ambrofial odours round. 

Amidft the world of waves fo ftands (erene 
Britannia's iile, the ocean's ihitely queen $ 
In vain the nations have confpir'd her fall. 
Her tiench the fea, and fleets her floating wall s 
Defencelefs barks, her powerful navy near. 
Have only waves and hurricanes to fear. 
What bold invader, ©r what land oppreft. 
Hath not her anger quell'd, her aid redreft I 
Say, where have e'er her union-crofles faiPd, 
But much her arms, her juftice more prevailed ! 
Her labours are, to plead th' Almighty's caufe, 
Her pride, to teach th* untam'd barbarian laws t 
Who conquers wins by brutal ftrength the prize; 
But 'tis a godlike work to civilize. 

Have we forgot how from great Ruflia*8 throne 
The king, whofe power half Europe's regions own, 
Whofe fceptre vi^ving, with one ihout rufli forth 
In fwarms the hamefs'd millions of the north. 
Through realms of ice purfued his tedious way 
To court our friendfliip, and our fame furvey I 
Hence the rich prize of ufeful arts he bore. 
And round his empire fpread the learned fl:ore : 

(T* 
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(T' adorn old realms is more than new to raife. 
His country's parent is a monarch's praife.) 
His bands now march in juft array to war. 
And Cafpian gulphs unnfual navies bear ; 
With Runick lays Smolenflco's forefts ring. 
And wondering Volga hears the Mufes fmg. 
Did not the painted kings of India greet 
Our queen, and lay their fceptres at her feet ? 
Chiefs who full bowls of hoftile blood had quaflf'J, 
Fam'd for the javelin, and invenom*d (haft, 
Whofe haughty brows made favages adore. 
Nor bow'd to lefs than ftars or fun before. 
Her pitying fmile accepts their fuppliant claim. 
And adds four monarch s to the Chriftian name. 

Bleft ufe of power ! O virtuous pride in kings ! 
And like his bounty, whence donunion fprings ! 
Which o'er new worlds makes heaven's indulgence ihine^ 
And ranges myriads under laws divine ! 
Well bought with all that thofe fweet regions hold. 
With groves of fpices, and with mines of gold. 

Fearlefs our merchant now purfues his gain. 
And roams .fecurely o'er the boundlefs main. 
Kow o'er his head the polar bear he Ipies, 
And freezing fpangles of the Lapland (kies ; 
Now fwells his canvas to the fultry line. 
With glittering fpoils where Indian grottoes (hine. 
Where fumes of incenfe glad the fouthem feas. 
And wafted citron fcents the balmy breeze. 
Here nearer funs prepare the ripening gem. 
To grace great Anne's imperial diadem, 

5 /^nd 
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And here the ore^ whofe melted mafs ihall yield 
On faithful coins each memorable field, 
Which, mix'd with medals of immortal Rome, 
May clear difputes, and teach the times to come. 

In circling beams (hall godlike Anna glow. 
And Churchilrs fword hang o'er the pioftrate foe ; 
In comely wounds (hall bleeding worthies (land, 
Webb's firm platoon, and Lumley's faithful band. 
Bold Mordaunt in Iberian trophies dreft,. 
And Campbeirs dragon on his dauntleis breaft. 
Great Ormondes deeds on Vigo's fpoils enrolled, . 
And Guifcard's knife on Harley's Chili gold. 
And if the Mufe, O Bridol, might decree. 
Here Granville noted by the lyre ihould be. 
The lyre fon Granville, and the crofs for thee. 

Such are the honours grateful Britain pays } 
So patriots merit, and fo monaixhs praife. 
O'er diilant times fuch records fliall prevail. 
When Engliih numbers, antiquated, fail; 
A trifling fong the Mufe can only yield>. 
And footh her foldiers panting from the field. 
To fweet retirements fee them fafe convey*d. 
And raife their battles in the rural fhade. 
From fields of death to Woodftock's peaceful glooms^ 
(The poet's haunt) Britannia's hero comes— 
Begin, my Mufe, and foftly touch the ftring : 
Here Henry lov'dj and Chaucer leam'd to fing.. 

Hail, fabled grotto t hail, Elyfian foil 1 
Thou faireft fpot of fair Britannia's ille I 
Where kings of old, conceal'd, forgot the throne. 
And beauty was content to Ihine unknown j 

Where 
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Where love and war by turns payilions reir> 

And Henry*8 bowers near Blenheim's dome appear $ 

The wearyM champion lull in foft alcoves^ 

The nobleft boaft of thy romantic groves. 

Oft, if the Mufe prefage, ihall he be feen 

By Rofamonda fleeting o'er the green. 

In dreams be haiPd hy heroes' mighty {hades. 

And hear old Chancer warble through the glades. 

O'er the fam'd echoing vaults his name /hall bounds 

And hill to hill refle6k the favourite found. 

Here, here at leaft thy love for arms give o'er. 
Nor, one world conquer'd, fondly wi/h for more. 
Vice of great fouls alone I O ihirft of fame ! 
The Mufe admires it, while (he ftrives to blame. 
Thy toils be now to chace the bounding deer. 
Or view the couriers ftretch in wild career. 
This lovely fcene fliall footh thy foul to reft. 
And wear t^ch dreadful image from thy breaft.. 
"With pleafure, by thy conquefts fhalt thou fee 
Thy queen triumphant, and all Europe free. 
No cares henceforth fhall thy repofe deftroy. 
But what thou giv'ft the world, thyfelf enjoy. 

Sweet Solitude ! when life's gay hours are paft^. 
Howe'er we range, in thee we fix at laft : 
Toft through tempcftuous feas (the voyage o'er) 
Pale we look back, and blefs thy friendly ftiore. 
Our own ftrift judges our paft life we fcan. 
And afk if glory hath enlarg'd the fpan : 
If bright the profpeft, we the grave dtfy^ 
Truft future ages, and cc^itepted die» 

Whe* 
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When ftrangers from far diftant climes fhall com^ 
To view the pomp of this triimiphant dome^ 
Where reared aloft diflembled trophies fland. 
And breathing labours of the fculptor*s hand. 
Where Kneller^s art fhall paint the flying Gaul, 
And Bourbon^s woes (hall fill the floryM wall ; 
Heirs of thy blood iball o*er their bounteous board 
Fix Europe^s guard, thy monumental fword, 
Banners that oft have wavM on conquerM walls, 
And trumps, that drownM the groans of gafping Gauls^. 
Fair dames fhall oft, with curious eye, explore 
The coftly robes that flaughterM generals wore, 
Rich trappings ftY>m the Danube^s whirlpools brought^ 
(Hefperian nuns the gorgeous broidery wrought) 
Belts ftiff with gold, the Boian horfe-man^s pride, 
And Gaul's fair flowers, in human crimfon dy*d* 
Of Churchill's race perhaps fome lovely boy 
Shall maik the burnifh'd ileel that hangs on high^ 
Shall gaze tranfported on its glittering charms. 
And reach it ilruggllng with unequal arms. 
By figns the drum's tumultuous foimd requeft. 
Then feek, in ftarts, the hufliing mother's breafl» 

So, in the painter's animated frame, 
Where Mars embraces the foft Paphian dame. 
The little Loves in fport his fauchion wield. 
Or join their fbength to heave his ponderous fhield r 
One ilrokes the plume in Tityon's gore embrued. 
And one the fpear, that reeks with Typhon'a blood t 
Another's infant brows the helm fuftain, 
He nods his creft, and frights the fhrieking train. 

Thus 
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Thus, the rude terapeft of the field o^er-blown. 
Shall whiter round* of finiling years roll on. 
Our viflors, bleft in peace, forget their wars. 
Enjoy pail dangers, and abfolve the ftars. 
But, oh 1 what (orrows (hall bedew your urns. 
Ye honoured ihades, whom widowM Albion mourns ! 
If your thin forms yet difcontented moan, 
And haunt the mangled manfions, once your own | 
Behold what flowers the pious Mufes Itrow, 
And tears, which in the midil of triumph flow ; 
Cyprefs and bays your envy'd brows furround. 
Your names the tender matron's heart fhall wound, 
And the foft maid grow penilve at the found. 

Accept, great Anne, the tears their memory draws^ 
Who nobly perifh'd in their fovereign's caufe : 
Por thou in pity bid'ft the war give o'er, 
Moum'ft thy flain heroes, nor wilt venture more* 
Yaft price of blood on each vi6lorious day ! 
(But Europe's freedom doth that price repay.) 
Lamented triumphs ! when one breath muft tell 
That Marlborough conquered, and that Dormer fell. 

Great Queen 1 whofe name flrikes haughty monarchs 
pale. 
On whofe juft fceptre hangs Europa's fcale, 
Whofe arm like mercy wOunds, decides like fate. 
On whofe decree the nations anxious wait : 
From Albion's cliffs thy wide-extended hand 
Shall o'er the main to far Peru command $ 
So vaft a tnUil whofe wide domain fliall run. 
Its circling flues fliall fee no fetting fun. 

Thee, 
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Thee, thee an hundred languages fliall clainiy 
And favage Indians fwear by Anna's name 5 
The line and poles iliall own thy rightful fway. 
And thy commands the fever'd glofee obey. 

Round the vali ball thy new dominions chaim 
The watery kingdoms, and control the main j 
Mugclian's ftraits to Gibraltar they join, 
Acrois the fcas a formidable line ; 
The fjglit of adverfe Gaul we fear no more, 
But pleasM fee Dunkirk, now a guiltlcfs fhorej 
In vain great Neptune tore the narrow ground. 
And meant his waters for Britannia's bound 5 
Her giant genius takes a mighty Ih'ide, 
And fets his foot beyond th' incroaching tide j 
id its mafter J 
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L fort fo dreadful to our Englifh fliore^ 

' fleets fcarce fearM the fands or tempefts more^ 

tofe vaft ezpences to fuch Aims amount, 

It the taxM Gaul fcarce fumiih'd oiU th* account^ 

ofe walU fuch bulwarks, fuch vaft towers reftrain^ 

weakeft ramparts are the rocks and main, 

boaft great Louis yields, and cheaply buys 
f firiendfhip, Anna, with the mighty prize, 
land repining, and in grief caft down, 
5 the new glories of the Britiih crown j 
I may they ne'er provoke thee to the fight, 

foes, more dreadful than the Gaul, invite, 
a may they hold the olive, foon aflwage 
:ir fecret murmurs, nor call forth thy rage 
rend their banks, and pour, at one command, 
r realm, the fea, o'er their precarious land, 
[enceforth be thine, vice-gerent of the Ikies, 
•n'd worth to raife, and vice in robes chaftife, 
dry> the orphan^s tears, and from the bar 
ce the bribM judge, and hufli the wordy war, 
y the curfl blafpbemer's tongue to rage, 
I turn God's fury from an impious age. 
\ change ! the foldier^s late deftroying hand 
1 rear new temples in his native land \ 
saken zealots (hall with fear behold, 
I beg admittance in our facred fold ; 
her own works the pious queen ihall fmile, 
I turn her cares upon her favourite ifle* 
) the keen bolt a warrior angel aims, 
ly'd in clouds, and wrapt in mantling flames ; 
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He bean a tempeft on His ibundin|r winga, 

And his red arm tlic forky i?eiigeancc flings ; 

At length f heaven's wi^th appeas'd, he quits the WffiT^i 

To roll ids orb, and guide bis deilin'd ftar^ 

To ^hed kind fate, ^nd lucky hour^ be flow. 

And finile propitious on the worM bdow« 

Aroiind thy throne Iball faithful nobles wait, 
Thefe gtiard the church, and thofe dire^the ftate. 
To Briftol, graceful in maternal tears. 
The church her towery forehead gently rears § 
She begs iiec pious fon C afiert her caule. 
Defend her rights, and reinforce her laws, 
W^itb holy leal the facred work begin ^ 
To bend the ftubbom, and the meek to win. 
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Whencehealth from herbs; from feeds how groves begun* 

How vital ftreams in circling eddies run. 

Some teach why round the fun the fpheres advance^ 

In the fix^'d meafures of their myftic dance. 

How tides, when heav'd by preffing moons, o^rflow. 

And fun-bom Iris paints her fhowery bow. 

In happy chains our daring language bound. 

Shall fport no more in arbitrary found. 

But buflunM bards henceforth ihall wifely rage. 

And Grecian plans reform Britannia's fhige t 

Till Congreve bids her fmile, Augufta ftands 

And longs to weep when flowing Rbwe commands* 

Britain*8 Spe£^ators ihall their ftrength combine 

To mend our morals, and our tafte refine. 

Fight virtue's caufe, ftand up in wit's defence. 

Win us from vice, and laugh us into fenfe« 

Nor, Prior, haft thou hufh'd the trump in vain. 

Thy lyre fliall now revive her mirthful ftrain. 

New tales fhall now be told ; if ri^ht I fee. 

The foul of Chaucer is reftorM it thee. 

Oarth, in raajeftic numbers, to the ftars 

Shall raife mock heroes, and fantaftic wars ; 

Like the young fpreading laurel. Pope, thy name 

Shoots up with ftrength, and rifes into fame j 

With Philips ftiall the peaceful vallies ring. 

And Britain hear a fecond Spenfer fing. 

That much-lov'd youth, whom Utrecht's walls con£ne» 

To BriftoPs praifes fhall his Strafford's join : 

He too, from whom attentive Oxford draws 

Rules for juft thinking, and poetic laws, 

I To 
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To growing bards his learned aid fhall lend. 
The ftriftcft critic, and the kindeft friend. 
Ev'n mine, a bafhful Mufe, whofe rude efla^ 
Scarce liope for pardon, not afpire to praife, 
Cherifh'd by you in time may grow to fame. 
And mine furvive with Briftol's glorious name. 

FirM with the views this glittering' fcene difplayt. 
And fmit with paifion for my country's praife. 
My artlefs reed attempts this lofty theme. 
Where facred Ifis rolls her ancient ftream-j 
In cloifterM domes the great Philippa's pride. 
Where learning blooms, while fame and worth prefiik, 
Where the fifth Henry arts and arms was taught. 
And Edward formM his Crefly, yet unfought, . 




t «5 1 

TO MR. ADDISON, ON HIS OPERA OF 
ROSAMOND. 

«« — ^■-■ Ne fort^ pudori 
<< Sit tiblMuTa lyrae rolers, & cantor Apollo.** 

THE Opera firft Italian mafters taught, 
InrichM with fongt, but innocent of thot)ght;j 
Britannia^s learned -theatre difdaint 
Melodious trifles, and enervate flrainti 
And bluihes, on her injur*d ftage to fee 
Nonicnfe well-tun'd, and fweet fhipiditjr. 

No charms ase wanting to thy artfiil fong, 
•Soft as Corelii, and as Virgil ftrong. 
From.words fo fweet new grace the notes receive^ 
■And mufic borrows helps, ihe us^d to give. 
Thy ftyle hath matched what ancient Romans knevi^ 
Thy flowing numbers far excel the new. 
Their cadence- in fuch eafy found conveyed. 
The height of thought may feem fuperfluous aid j 
If et in fuch charms the nobk thoughts aboxmd. 
That needlefs feem the fweets ofeafy (bund. 

Landflups how gay the hawcry grotto yields. 
Which thought creates, and lavi(h fancy builds! 
What art can trace the yifionary fcenes. 
The flowery groves, and everlafting greens^ 
The babbling founds that mimic echo plays* 
The fairy ihade, and its eternal maze ? 
Natuce and Art in all their charms combined. 
And all Elyfium to one view confined i 

la No 
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No further could imagination roam, 
TillVanbrughfraraM,andMarlboroughrais'dthe' 

Ten thoufand pangs my anxious bofom tear. 
When drown'd in tears I fee th' imploring fair 3 
When bards lefs foft the moving words fupply, 
A feeming juftice dooms the nymph to die j 
But here ihe begs, nor can (he beg in vain 
(In dii'ges thus expiring fwans complain) j 
Each verfe fo fwells expreffive of her woes. 
And every tear in lines fo mournful flows | 
We, fpite of fame, her fate reversed believe. 
Overlook her crimes, and think fhe ought to live 

Let joy falute fair Rofamonda's fhade. 
And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely maid. 
While now perhaps with Dido's ghoft fhe roveSj 
And hears and tells the ftory of their loves. 
Alike they mourn, alike they blefs their fate. 
Since love, which made them wretched, makes then: 
Kcr longer that relentlefs doom bemoan. 
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O THE SAME> ON HIS TRAGEDY OF 
CATO. 

rOO long hath love engrofsM Britannia^s ftage> 
And funk to foftnefs all our tragic rage : 
J that alone did empires fall or rife, 
nd fate depended on a fair-one*s eyes : 
he fweet infe^Uon* mixt with dangerous art^ 
ebat'd our manhood, while it foothM the heart, 
ou fcom to raife a grief thyfelf muft blame, 
or from our weaknefs deal a vulgar fame : 
. patriots fall may juftly melt the mind, 
nd tears flow nobly, died for all mankind. 

How do our fouls with generous pleafure glow 1 
ur hearts exulting, while our eyes overflow, 
Jhtn thy firm hero ftands beneath the weight 
f all his fufferings venerably great ; 
ome^s poor remains ftill Sheltering by his fides 
i^ith confcious virtue and becoming pride t 

The aged oak thus rears his head in air, 

is fap exhaufted, and his branches bare ; 

Vlidft ftorms and earthquakes, he maintains his ftate> 

ixt deep in earth, and faften'd by his weight ; 

is naked boughs ftill lend the (hepherds aid, 

.nd his old trunk projefls an awful ihade. . 

Amidft the joys triumphant peace beftows, 
*nr patriots fadden at his glorious woes $ 
I. while they let the world's great buiinefs wait^ 
.nxious for Rome, and figh for Cato's fate, 

I3 Here 
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Here taught how ancient heroes rofc to fame. 
Our Britons crowd, and catch the Roman flaxne» 
Where ftates and fenates well might lend an ear. 
And kings and priefts without a blufh appear. 

France boafts no more, but, fearful to engagCy 
Now firft pays homage to her rival's ftage, 
Haltes to learn thee, and learning (hall fubmit 
Alike to Britifh arms, and BritiOi wit : 
No more (he '11 wonder, forcM to do us rights 
Who think like Romans, could like Romans (igbtv 

Thy Oxford fmiles this glorious work to fee. 
And fondly triumphs in a fon like thee. 
The fenates, conluls, and the gods of Rome, 
Likt old aa|ii:ilnt:incc at their nntive home, 
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One^ in old fables^, and the pagan ftrain^ 
With nymphs and tritons, wafts him o^er the main j 
Another draws fierce Lucifer in arms^ 
And fills di* infernal region with alarms y 
A third awakes fome druid^ to foretel 
Each future triumph, from his dreary cell! 
Exploded fjuicies 1 that in vain deceive, 
While the mind naufeates what (he can*t believe; 
My Mufe th* expelled hero ihall purfue 
From cliine to clime, and keep him ftill in view j 
His ihining march defcribe in faithful lays. 
Content to paint him, nor prefume to praife ; 
Their charms, if charms they have, the truth fupplier> 
And from the theme unlabourM beauties rife. 
By longing nations for the throne defign'd; 
And caird to guard the rights of human-kind y 
With fecret grief his god-like foul repines, 
And Britain's crown with joylefs luftre ihines^ 
While prayers and tears his deftin'd progrefs ftay. 
And crowds of mourners choke their fovereign'ff way. 
Not fo he march'd, when hoftile fquadrons ftood 
In fcenes of death, and fir*d his generous blood j 
When his hot courfer paw'd th' Hungarian plain. 
And adverfe legions ftood the fliock in vain* 
His frontiers paft, the Belgian bounds he views^. 
And crofs the level fields his march purfues. 
Here pleasM the land of freedom to furvey,- 
He greatly ftoms the thirft of boundlefs fway. 
O'er the thin foil, with filcnt joy, he fpies - 
Tran^lanted woods, and borrowed verdure rife^ 

I 4. Where 
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Where every meadow won with toil and bloody 
From haughty tyrants and the raging floody 
Witli fruit and flowers the careful hind fupplies^ 
And clothes the marlhes in a rich difguife. 
Such wealth for frugal hands doth heav«n decree> 
And fuch thy gifts, celeftial Liberty ! 

Through llately towns, and many a fertile plaiti,^ 
The pomp advances to the neighbouring main. 
Whole nations croud around with joyful cries. 
And view the hero with infatiate eyes. 

In Haga's towers he waits, till eaftern gales 
Propitious rife to fwell the Britifh fails* 
Hither the fame of England's monarch brings 
Tl^e \'o\v> ?.r.i.\ fritiuinvips of the nej.Erhliourin^ kin^Sj 
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Behold the tributes haftening to thy throne. 
And fee the wide horizon all thy own. 

Still is it thine ; though now the chearful crew 
Hail Albion's clifft ; juft whitening to the view. 
Before the wind with (Welling fails they ride. 
Till Thames receives them in his opening tide. 
The monarch, hears the thundering peals around. 
From trembling woods and echoing hills rebound ; 
Nor mifles yet, amid the deafening train, 
The roarings of the hoarfe-refounding main. 

As in the flood he fails, from either fide 
He views his kingdom in its rural pride ; 
A various fcene the wide-fpread land(kip yields, 
0*er rich inclofures and luxuriant fields ; 
A lowing herd each fertile pafture fills. 
And diftant flocks ftray o>r a thoufand hills. 
Fair Greenwich hid in woods with new delight^ 
Shade above ihadc, now rifes to the fight : 
His woods ordain'd to vifit every ihore. 
And guard the ifland which they grac'd before. 

The fun now rolling down the weftem way, 
A blaze of fires renews the fading day ; 
Unnumber'd barks the regal barge enfold. 
Brightening the twilight with its beamy gold j. 
Lefs thick the finny flioals, a countlefs fry. 
Before the whale or kingly dolphin fly. 
Ill one vaft fhout he feeks the crowded flrand. 
And in a peal of thunder gains the land. 

Welcome, great ftranger, to our longing eyesv 
Oh I king defir'di, adopted. Albion cries. 

For 
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For xhte the Eaf^ brcath'^d out a profperous brei 
Bright were the funs, and gently fwdlM the fea 
Thy pre fence did each doubtful heart compofcj 
And faflions wondered that they once were foei 
That joyful day they loft each boftjle Bamcj 
The fame their afpeftj and their voice the fame* 

So two fair twins, whofe featvires were deGgi; 
At one Toft moment in the mother^'s mind, 
Showtach the other with retieftcd grace, 
And the fame beauties^ bloom in either fece ; 
The puzzled Grangers which is which enquire | 
Dtlufion grateful lo the fmiling lire. 

From that fnir • hill, where hoary fages bo; 
To name the ftars, and CDunt the heavenly hoft. 
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Now to the regal towers fectirely brovght^ 
He plans BritanniaTs glories .in his thought $. 
Kefumes the delegated power he gave^ 
Rewards the faithful, and reftores the brave. 
Whom ihall the Mufe from out the (hining throng 
Sele£ly to heighten and adorn her fong ? 
Thee, Halifax. To thy capacious mind, 
O man approVM, is Britaih*s wealth conHgn^d. 
Her coin, while Naffau fought, debased and rud^, 
By thee in beauty and in truth renew'd, 
An arduous work 1 again thy charge we fee. 
And thy own care once more returns to thee.. 
O ! form'd in every fcene to awe and pleafe. 
Mix wit with pomp, and dignity with eafe : 
Though caird to ihine aloft, thou wilt not fcora-: 
To fmile on arts thyfelf did once adorn : 
For .this thy name fucceeding time ihall praife. 
And envy lefs thy garter, than thy bays. 

The Mufe, if fir'd with thy enlivening beams»^, 
Perhaps ihall aim at more exalted themes, 
Record our monarch in a nobler ibrain. 
And iing the opening wonders of his rdgn $ . 
Bright Carolina's heavenly beauties trace, 
Her valiant confort, and his blooming race. 
'A train of kings their fruitful love fupplies, 
A glorious fcene to Albion's ravilh'd eyes j 
Who fees by Brunfwick's hand her fceptre fway'd,. 
And through his line from age to age convcy'd* 

AN 
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<« Indiftum ore alio : non fecus i 
"Ex fomnis ftupet K\iias 

'* Ilebnun profpiciensj £c n»vc ci 
** ThractDj ac pede barbaro 

" LuilratJimRhodopen*" j 

S Mar bU round one mornjng tool 
k (Whom fomt call carlj and ("ome 
And his new brethren of Hie blade, 
Shivering with fear and froft, furvejr'd, 
On Ferth^a bleiik hills he chanced lo fp] 
An aged wiiard fix foot high, 
With briftled hair and vifage bltghtedj 
Wail-eyM, bare haunch'd, and fecond- 
The gri;£lyfagem thought profound 
BtheJd the chief with back fo round, t 
' Then roU'd his eye-balls to and fro \ 
O'er his natemaS hills of fnow, \ 
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proud Englifh loons (our clans overcome) 
On Scotti(h pads^ fhall amble home } 
J fee them dreft in bonnets blue 
(The fpoils of thy rebellious crew) ; 
I fee the target caft away. 
And chequer'd plaid become their prey, 
The chequered plaid to make a gown 
For many a lafs in London town. 

In vain thy hungry mountaineers 
Come forth in all thy warlike geers. 
The (hield, the piftol, durk, and dagger. 
In which they daily wont to fwagger. 
And oft have fallyM out to pillage 
The hen-roofts of fome peacefull village. 

Or, while their neighbours were afleep. 

Have carryM off a low-land flieep, 
What boots thy high-bom hoft of beggars, 

Mac-leans, Mac-kenzies, and Mac-gregors, 

With popiih cut-throats, perjur'd ruffians, 

AndForfter's troop of raggamuffins ? 
In vain thy lads around thee bandy, 

InflamM with bag-pipe and with brandy. 

Doth not bold Sutherland the trufty. 

With heart fo true, and voice fo rufty, 

(A loyal foul) thy troops af&ight. 

While hoarfely he demands the fight f 

Doft thou not generous Hay dread. 

The braveft hand, the wifeft head ? 

Undaunted doft thou hear th' alarms 

Of hoary Athol iheath'd in arms i 

5 DouglM, 
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Douglas, who draws his lineage down 
From Thanes and Peers of high renown^ 
Fiery, and young, and uncontrordy 
With knights, and fquire$» and barons bold* 
(His noble houfliold-band) advances. 
And on the milk>white courfer prances. 
Thee Forfar to the combat dares, 
' Grown fwarthy in Iberian wars : 
And Monroe, kindled into rage. 
Sourly defies thee to engage j 
He'll rout thy foot, though ne'er To manje. 
And horfe to boot — if thou hadft any. 

But fee Argyll, with watchful eyes, 
•Lodged in his deep entrenchments lies 1 
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leaven (hall ft>r ever on him rmile» 
Ind blefs him ftill with an Argyll. 
Vhile thou, purfued by vengeful foes, 
'•ndemnM to barren rocks and fnows, 
Lnd hindered paffing Inverlocky, 
hail bum thy clan, and curie poor Jockjr, 



AN EPISTLE 

FROM A LADY IN ENGLAND TO \ 
GENTLEMAN AT AVIGNON. 

rO thee, dear rover, and thy vanqulihM friends* 
The health, Ihe wants, thy gentle Chloe (endi« 
i^hough much you fufier, think I fuffer more, 
Vorfe than an exile on my native fliore. 
Companions in your mafter^s flight you roan^ 
TnenvyM by your haughty foes at-home | 
or. ever near the royal outlaw^s fide 
^ou fliare his fortunes, and his hopes divide, 
)n glorious fchemes, andthoughts of empire dwell* 
ind with imaginary titles fwell. 

Say, for thou know^ft I own his facred line. 
The paffive do^rine, and the right divine, 
ay, what new fuccours does the chief prepare ? 
The ftrength of armies ? or the force of prayer ? 
>oes he from heaven or earth his hppes derive f 
Vom faints departed, or from priefts alive ? 
lor faints nor priefts can Brunfwick*s troops withftand* 
Ind beads drop ufcleft tiuxmgh thezealot*s hand ; 

HeavcA 
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Heaven to our vows may future kingdoms owe. 
But (kill and coiu'age win the crowns below. 

Ere to thy caufe, and thee, my heart inclinM, 
Or love to party had fcduc'd my mind. 
In female joys I took a dull delight, 
Slept all the morn, and punted half the night: 
But now, with fears and public cares poiTeft, 
The church, the church, for ever breaks my reft. 
The poftboy on my pillow I explore. 
And lift the news of every foreign fhore, 
Slnidious to find new friends, and new allies | 
What armies march from Sweden in difguife ; 
How Spain prepares her banners to unfold. 
And Rome deals out her bleffings, and her gold; 
'11r!1 cr the mao nay fincrer, tausrht to ftray 
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Againft her prelates plead the churches caufe^ 

And from our judges vindicate the laws. 

Then mourn not^ haplefs prince, thy kingdoms loft | 

A crown, though late, thy facrfcd brows may boaft i 

Heaven Teems through us thy empire to decree j 

Thofe who win hearts, have given tlieir hearts to thee* 

Haft thou not heard that when, profufely gay. 
Our well-dreft rivals graced their fovereign's day. 
We ftubborn damicls met the public view 
In lothfome wormwood, and repenting rue ? 
What Whig but trembled, when our fpotlefs band 
In virgin rofes whiten'd half the land ! 
Who can forget what fears the foe poffcft. 
When oaken-boughs markM every loyal brcaft I 
Xefs fcar'd than Medway's ftream the Norman ftood. 
When crofs the plain he fpyM a marching wood. 
Till, near at hand, a gleam of fwords betray'd 
The youth of Kent beneath its wandering ftiade ? 

Thofe who the fuccours of the fair defpife, 
-May find that we have nails as well as eyes. 
Thy female bai*ds, O prince by fortune croft. 
At leaft more courage than thy men can boaft : 
Our fex has dar'd the mug-houfe chiefs to meet. 
And purchased fame in many a well -fought ftreet. 
From Drury- Lane, the region of renown. 
The land of love, the Paphos of the town, 
Fair patriots faliying oft have put to flight 
With all their poles the guardians of the night. 
And bore, with fc reams of triumph, to their fide 
The leader's ftaff in all its painted pride. 

K Nor 
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Nor fears the hawker in ber warbling note ^ 

To vend ih e di fcg n ten ted ftatefni kn ' s thoug^lt t, fl 

Though red with ftripcs, and rt-ctnt froui Use thon^p 
So lie fmitten for the love of facred Coug, 
The hineful filters ft ill pudbe their trade, 
Like Philomela darkling in the ftiadc- 
Poor Trotr attendi^ forgetful of r fkrcj 
And hums i^n concett o'er his tiiCy chmr. 

Mcanwlislc, reg^dJefs of the royal caufe^ 
His fwoi d for James uo brother IbTTcreign draws* 
The Pope himfdf, furroundcd with alanii?^ 
To France his bu9sj to Corfu fends his arnvs, 
Am\ though he hears his darling fon's cornpliiuf^ 
Can hardly fpare one tutelary faint, 
Bnt Hits them aH ta g\iard his own abodes. 
And into ready money coins his gods* 
The daundefs Swede, purfucd by vengeful foes. 
Scarce keeps hia own hfteditnry fnows j 
Nor muft the friendly roof tjf kind Lorrain 

flLtlth fjni^fto fitiP'nlpi w^njw tmrtw*om*A mrfvrfth ttfrithm. 
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Such are the terms^ to gain Britannia^s grace ! 
And fuch the terrors of the Brunfwick race I 

Was it for this the fun^s whole luftre failM^ 
And fudden midnight o'er the moon prevailM I 
For this did heaven difplay to mortal eyes 
Aerial knights and comhats in the fkies i 
Was it for this Northimabrian ftreams looked red I 
And Thames driv'n backward ihowM his fecret bed I 
f alfe auguries ! th' infuiting viftor's fcorn I 
£v*n our own j}rodigies againft us turni 
O portents conftrued on our fide in vain ! 
Let never Tory truft eclipfe again I 
Kim clear, ye fountains i be at peace, ye ikies I 
And, Thames, henceforth to thy green borders rife i 

To .Rome then muft the royal wanderer ^o. 
Add fall a fujppliant at the papal toe ? 
His life in floth inglorious muft he wear. 
One half in luxury, and one in prayer f 
HJs mind perhaps at length debauched with eaie. 
The proffer'd purple and the hat may pleaie. 
rShall he, whofc ancient patriarchal race 
To mighty Nimrod.in one line we trace. 
In folemn conclave fit, devoid of thought. 
And poll for points of faith his trufty vote ! 
Be furamonM to his ftall in time of need. 
And with his cafting fufFrage fix a creed ! 
Shall he in robes on ftated days appear, 
And Engliih heretics curfe once a year! 
Garnet and Faux ihall he with prayers invoke. 
And beg that Smithfield piles once more may fmoke ! 
K % Forbid 
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-Id Iff liL'iivt-n \ my iuulj to fmy wrought, 
irns a.lmoft Kaiiovemn at the thotight. 
"iom Jaines and Rome I feci my heart declin^ 
Ind fenri, O Bninfwick, UwiJl be wholly tbLiu; | 
it ft I II HH fhnre thy jiva! will contcft, 
Ird iHtl I ho double clilm divides my breaft, 
ihefnct: c^f Juimts wirh pityninj^ eyes I view, 
Ind wr(!i my homrt^^ were not Bruufwi city's duei 
lo jTirneii my piiHIon and my weaJcnefs gulde> 
lilt region iWys mc to the viftor^s fide. 
Though gviev'd I fpeak itj let the truth appear I 
3U know my hingrnge, and my heart j fin cere. 
Y?.]n tlid falfcliood hjs fair fr:ime dlfgi'acc ; 
/hit force h-^d falicliood, when he ftiow'd liis face I 

v?.in to war oiif honilfnl cUns were led j 
Etap?, driven on heaps, 111 tht dire fhock they fled : 
I'l'ance lliun? his svnth, nor raifes to our ihame 
fccond Diuikuk in another n^ime ; 
Bnt^^m's fimiU thdr wealth all Europe throws, 
i thL^Th:mcs the wnrld'i? abundance flows j 
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With pain and joy at ftrife^ I often trace 
The mingled parents in each daughter's face j 
Half ikkening at the fight, too well I fpy 
The father's fpirit through the mother's eye i 
In vain new thoughts of rage I entertain. 
And ilrive to hate their innocence in vain> 

O princefs ! happy by thy foes confcft I 
Bleft in thy hufband ! in thy children bleft ! 
As they from thee, from them new beauties bom. 
While Europe lafts, fliall Europe's thrones adorn. 
Tranfplanted to each court, iji times to come. 
Thy fmile celeftial and unfading bloom, 
Gcoat Auftria's fons with fofter lines (hall grace. 
And fmooth the frowns of Bourbon's haughty racev 
The fair defcendants of thy facred bed. 
Wide-branching o'er the weftern world /hall fpread. 
Like the fam'd Banian tree, whofe pliant fhoot 
To earthward bending of itfelf takes root. 
Till, like their mother plant, ten thouTand (land 
In verdant arches on the fertile land j 
Beneath her fliade the tawny Indians rove. 
Or hunt, at large, through the wide echoing grove, 

O thou, to whom thefe mournful lines I fend, 
Mypromis'd hulband, and my deareft friend j 
Since heaven appoints this favour'd race to reign. 
And blood has drench'd the Scottifh fields in vain j 
Mull I be wretched, and thy flight partake ? 
Or wilt not thou, for thy lov'd Chloe's fake, 
Tir'd out at length, fubmit to fate's decree ? 
If not to Brunfwick, O return to me I 

K 3 Proftratje 
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Proftrate before the vi£tor's mercy bend : 
What fpares whole thoufands, may to thee extend. 
Should blinded friends thy doubtful condo£l blame^ 
Great Brunfwick's virtues Diall fccure thy fame : 
Say thefe ifivite thee to approach his throne. 
And own the monarch, heaven vouchfafes to own : 
The world, convinc'd, thy reafons will approve} 
-Say this to them j but fwear to me 'twas love. 



AN ODE, 

©CCASIONED BY HIS EXCELLENCY THE EARL OF 
stanhope's voyage to FRANCE, I718- 
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Already Albioirs coaft retires^ 
And Calais multiplies her fpires : 
At length has royal Orleans preft, 
With open armsy the well-known gueft| 
Before in facred friendfhip joined. 
And now in counfels for mankind i 
lU. 
Whilft his clear fchemes our patriot (hows. 
And plans the threatened world's repofe, 
They fix each haughty monarches doom. 
And blefs whole ages yet to come. 
Henceforth great Brunfwick ihall decree 
Wiiat flag muft awe the Tyrrhene fca j 
From whom the Tufcan grape ihall glow^ 
And fruitful Arethufa £ow« 

IV. 

See in firm leagues with Thames coml)ine 
The Seine, the Maefe, and diftant Rhine ! 
Nor, Ebro, let thy fingle rage 
With half the warring world engage. 
Oh ! call to mind thy thoufands (lain. 
And Almanara's fatal plain ; 
While yet the Gallic terrors lleep. 
Nor Britain thunders from th« deep. 
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PROLOGUE 



TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD, X^'S* 

WHAT kings henceforth (hall reign, what (fetes 
be free, 
Is fix'd at length by Anna's juft decree: 
Whjfe I rows the Miife's facred wreath fhall fit. 
Is left to yoi] the arbiters of wit. 
With btntljig hearts the rival poets wait. 
Till yen, Athenians, fhall decide their fate; 
Secure, when to thefe learned feats they come. 
Of equal jiiclgment, and impartial doom. 

Poor is the player's fame, whofe whole renown 
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Great Cato's felf the glory of the ftage, 

Who sharms, corref^s, exalts, and fires the age. 

Begs here he may be try'd by Roman laws ; 

To you, O fathers, he fubmits his caufc j 

He refts not in the people^s general voice, 

Till you, the feuate, have confirmed his choice. 

Fine is the fecret, delicate the art. 
To wind the pafllons, and command the heart ;. 
For fancy'd ills to force our tears to flow. 
And make the generous foul in love with woe ; 
To raife the (hades of heroes to our view j 
Rebuild fallen empires, and old time renew. 
How hard the tafk ! how rare the godlike rage ! 
None fhould prefomc to di6hite for the Stag^, 
But fuch as boafk a great extenfive mind, 
EnrichM by Nature, and by Art refin'd 5 
Who from the ancient flores their knowledge brings 
And tafted early of the Mufes* fpring. 
May none pretend upon her throne to fit. 
But fuch as, fprung from* you, are bom to wit : 
Chofen by the mob, their lawlefs claim we flight : 
Yours is the old hereditary right* 
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THOUGHTS OCCASIONED BY THE SIGHT 
OF AN ORIGINAL PICTURE OF KING* 

CHARLES I. 

TAKEN AT THE TIME OT HIS TRIAL. 

INSCRIBED TO GEORGE CLARKE, E8<^. 



■ Animum piftura pafcit inani 



'*' Multa gemens, largoque bume^lat fimnine mltiim/* 

ViRO. 

CAN this be he ! could Charles, the good, the greats 
Be I'unk by heaven to fuch a difmal ftatc I 
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Near thy bold work the ftunnM fpeflators faint» 
Nor fee unmov^dy what thou unmov'd could'ft paint. 
What brings to mind «ach various fcene of woe, 
Th' infulting judge, the folemn-mocking fliow. 
The horrid fentence, and accurfed blow. 

Where th«n, juft heaven, was thy una^live hand» 
Thy idle thunder, and thy lingering brand 1 
Thy adamantine ihield, thy angel wings. 
And the great Genii of anointed kings 1 
Treafon and fraud ihaU thtn the ftars regard 1 
And injured virtue meet this fad reward I 
So fad, none like, can Time's old records tell^ 
Though Pompey bled, and poor Darius fell. 
All names but one too low— 4hat one too high : 
All parallels are wrongs, or blafphemy. 

O power fupreme ! How fecret arc thy ways f 
Yet man^ vain man^ would trace the myftic maze. 
With fooliih wifdom, arguing, charge his God, 
His balance hold, and guide bis angry rod ; 
New-mould the fpheres, and mend the fky^s defign. 
And found th* immenfe with his ihort fcanty line* 
Do thou, ray foul, the deftinM period wait, 
Wlien God ikall feive the dark decrees of fate. 
His now unequal difjpenfations clear. 
And make all wife and beautiful appear; 
When fuffering faints aloft in beams ihall glow. 
And proiperous traitors gna(h their teeth below. 

Such boding thoughts did guilty confcience dartp 
A pledge of hell to dying Cromwell's heart : 
Then this pale image feem*d t* invade his room, 
<ja£*jd him to ^ne, and warned him to the tomb, 

Whik 
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\\'r.,ic thinuicrs roll, and nimble lightnings play. 
And tivj ilorm wings his fpottcd ioul away. 

A hhft more bounteous ne'er did heaven command 
To fcatter bleirings o'er the Britifh land. 
Not that more kind, which dafti'd the pride of Spain> 
And wliirl'ci her criiflrd Armada round the main; 
Not thole more kind, which guide our floating towers, 
\\'.,i[ ctlml^ ;mci gold, and made far India ours: 
n h.it only kinder, which to Britain's fliore 
i)'u\ mitres, crowns, and Stuart's race reftore, 
J^cncwM the church, revers'd the kingdom's doom. 
And bronght with Charles an Anna yet to come. 

<) CK:; ;.e> to whom a Stuart trufts her reign 
0\i- Ailnon's jleets, and delegates the main; 
Dc.ir, n.> the faith thy loyal heart hath fworn, 
Tiar.i::ia Jiis niece to ages yet unborn. 
This r;:,ht Tnaii damp the raging ruffian's breaft,. 
'J he poiibn Ipil!, and half-drawn fword arreft; 
To loll con.]v.u']ion ftubborn traitors bend. 
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I firft in Britifli vcrfe.pi'efumc to mife ; 

A venturous rival of the Roman praife. 

Let me, chafte Qgeen of Woo<U» tiiy aid obtain , 

Bring here thy light-^oot nymphs, and fprightly train i 

If oft, o'er lawns,- thy care prevents the diy 

To roufe the foe, and prefs the bounding prey. 

Woo thine pwnPhoftbus in the talk to join. 

And grant me genius for the bold de%n. 

In this foft /hade, O Tooth the vvarnor^s fire, 

And fit his bow-firing to the trembling lyre; 

And teach, while thus their arts and arms we fing. 

The groves to £cho, and the vales to ring. 

Thy care be firft the various gifts to trace, 
The minds and genius of the latrant race. 
In powers diftinft the different clans excel. 
In light, or fWiftnefs, or fagacious fmell j 
By wiles ungenerous fome furprize the prey. 
And fome by courage win the doubtful day. 
Seeft thou the gaze-hound ! how with glance fevere 
From the clofe herd he marks the deflin'd deer ! 
How every nerve the greyhound's flretch difplays. 
The hare preventing in her airy maze ; 
The lucklefs prey how treacherous tumblers gain. 
And dauntlefs wolf-dogs fhake the lion's mane ; 
O^er all, the blood-hound boafls fuperior fkill. 
To fcent, to view, to turn, and boldly kill t 
His fellows' vain alarms rejefts with fcorn, 
True to tlie mafter's voice, and learned horn« 

His 



oome nonnoa cir manners vne {nor \tu 
Of fops in hounds, fhnn in the reaJoiiJtig 
Piaff'd with coTiceit run gbdding o'tr the 
And from 'the fcent divert the wifer train 
Por die foe's foQtfteps fondly fnyft' their < 
And mar the muiic with their fenfelefs to 
St Sit at the Parting prey, or ruftllng' wini 
And, hot sit fir 11, ingJoi ious lag behind. 
A fauntering tribe I may fuch my fo&s dij 
CAvc me, ye godsj Iq bieed the nobler ra 
Nor grieve thou to attend, while tmihs u 
I ling-, and make Athenian arts our owa, 

Dofi: thoD in hounds afpire to deathk/^ 1 
LeaiTi well their lineage and their ancient 
Each tribe w^th joy old rtiltic ht^ralds Itijc 
And fing the chofen worthies of their raci 
How bis fire's fejitures in ths fon were fpy 
When Die was niMe the vigorous Riogwc 
Lefs 
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Ctntneniis to name their lands, to mark their bounds. 
And paint the thoufand families of hounds : 
-Firft count the fandsy the drops where oceans flow, 
■Or Gauls by Maiiborough fent to /hades below* 
The taflc be nune,^ teach Britannia^s fwains. 
My nuich-lovM country, and my native plains. 

Such be the dog, I charge, thou mean'ft to train. 
His back is crooked, and hisbelly piain. 
Of fillet ftretchM, and huge of haunch behind, 
A tapering tail, that nimbly cuts the wind ; 
Trvi8-tljighM,.feaight-ham'd, and fox-like form'd Ws 

paw, 
Large-leg;d, diy fol'd, and of protended claw. 
His flat, wide noftrils fnuff the favory fleam. 
And from l^is eyes he flioots pernicious gleam ; 
Middling his head, and prone to earth his view. 
With ears ajid cheft that dafli theraomtng dew i 
He beft tp^flem the flood, to leap the bound. 
And charm the Dryads with his voice profound 5 
To pay large tribute to his weary lord. 
And crown the fylvan hero's plenteous board. 

The matron bitch whofe womb (hall beft produce 
The hopes and fortime of th' iliuftrious houfe, 
Deriv'd from noble, but from foreign feed. 
For various nature loaths'inceftuous breed. 
Is, like the fire throughout. Nor yet difpleafe 
Large flanks, and ribs, to give the tjqemer eafe. 

In Spring let loofe thy pairs. Then all things prove 
The flings of pleafure, and the pangs of love : 
^^hereal Jove then glads, with genial fliowers. 
Earth's mighty womb, and ftrews her lap with flowers. 

Hencf 
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Hence juices mount, and buds, emboldenM, try 
More kindly breezes, and a fofter (ky % 
Kind Venue revels. Hark ! on every bongh^ 
In lullii>g fti:Bins the fcather'd warblers woo. 
Fell tigers foften in th' infe^lious flames. 
And lions, fawning, court their brinded dames ■; 
-Great Love pervades the deep; to pleafe his mate. 
The whale, in gambols, moves his monftrous weighty 
Heav'd by liis wayward mirth old Ocean roars. 
And fcatterM navies bulge on diftant (hores. 

All Nature fmiles j come now, nor fear, my love. 
To tafte the odours of the v^oodbine grove. 
To pafs the evening glooms in harmlefs play, 
And, fweetly fwearing, languifli life away. 
An altar, bouad with recent flowers, I rear 
To thee, beft feafon of the various year 5 
All hail 1 fuch days in beauteous order ran. 
So fwift, fo fweet, when firft the world began, 
4n Eden's bowers, when man's great fire aflignM 
The names and natures of the brutal kind. 
Then lamb and lion friendly walkM their round. 
And bares, undaunted, lickM the fondling hound ^ 
Wondrous to tell 1 but when, with lucklefs hand. 
Our daring mother broke the fole command. 
Then want and envy brought their meagre train. 
Then wrath came down,' and death had leave to reign i 
Hence foxes earthed, and wolves abhorM the day. 
And hungry churls enfnar'd the nightly prey ; 
Rude arts at firft j but witty Want refinM 
The huntiininis wiles, apd famine formed the mind. 

Bold 
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Bold Nimrod firft tlie Iion^s trophies wore. 
The panther bound, and lanc'd the briftllng boars 
He taught to turn the hare^ to bay the deer» 
And wheel the courfer in his mid career : 
Ah 1 had he there reftrain^d his tyrant hanfl ! 
Xet me, ye powers, an humbler wreath demand. 
No pomps I a(k, which crowns and fceptres yield. 
Nor dangerous laurels in the dufty field j 
Faft by the foreft, and the limpid fpring, 
Oive me the warfare of the woods to iingy 
To breed my whelps, and healthful prefs the gatise^ 
A mean, inglorious, but a guiltlefs name. 

And now thy female bears in ample womb 
The bane of hares, and triumphs yet to come. 
No fport, I ween, nor blaft of fprightly horn/ 
Should tempt me then to hurt the whelps unborn. 
/Unlock'd, in covers let her freely run. 
To range thy courts, and bask before the fun j 
Near thy full table let the favourite ftand. 
Stroked by thy fon's, or blooming daughter*s hand. 
Carefs, indulge, by arts the matron bribe, 
T' improve her breed, and teem a vigorous tribe. 

So, if fmall things may be compart with great, 
A.nd Nature's works the Mufe's imitate, 
)o, ftretch'd in (hades, and iulPd by murmuring 

f(reams, 
rreit Maro*s breaft receivM the heavenly dreams, 
eclufe, ferene, the muflng prophet lay, 
ill thoughts in embryo, ripeniagi burft their way. 

L Hence 
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FROM MONSIEUR FONTENEL 

T. 

AM, cry'd ApoHoj when Dapl^ne lie 
And paTiting forl>rfiaih, the coy virgi 
When bis wifdom, m manner moftampli 
The long lift of iht graces his godftiippo 

ir. 

Tm the god of fweet fong, and infplrer o 
Uor for laysi nor fwect fong, the fair fii| 
rmtbe god of the haT^ftop my faiieft- 
Koi' the harp, uor the haxpcr, could fecc? 

IIL 
Every plant, every flower, and their virt^ 
God of light I'm above, and of i^hyfic b« 
At the dreadful wordphyiic, the nymph 
At the fatal wordphyfic flie doiibkd her 



[ H7 I, 
THE FATAL CURIOSITY. 

MUCH had I heard of fair Francclia's name. 
The iaviih praifes of the babler. Fame : 
I thought them fuch, and went prepared to pry. 
And trace the charmer, with a critic's eye, 
RefolvM to find fome fault, before unfpy'd. 
And difappointed, if but fatisfy'd. 

Love pierc'd the vaflal heart, that durft rebef^ 
And, where a judge was meant, a vi6kim fell : 
On thofe dear eyes, with fweet perdition gay, 
I gazM, at once, my pride and foul away i 
All o'er I fek tlie lufcious poifon run. 
And, in a look, the hafty conqueft won. 

Thus the fond moth around the taper plays. 
And fports and flutters near the treacherous blaze i 
Raviih'd with joy, he wings his eager flight. 
Nor dreams of ruin in fo clear a light ; 
He tempts his fate, and courts a glorious doom, 
A bright deftruclion, and a fhining tomb. 



TO A LADY; 
WITH A DESCRIPTION OF THE FHOENIX. 

LAVISH of wit, and bold, appear the lines. 
Where Claudian's genius in the Phoenix ihines i 
A thoufand ways each brilliant point is turnM, 
And the gay poem, like its theme, adom'd : 
A tale more ftrange ne'er grac'd the poet^s art. 
Nor e'er did fi^n play fo wild a part» 

L % Each 
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Each fabled charm in raatchl^fs Caelia meet^ 
^Yit heavenly colours, and anabrofial fweets ; 
Her virgin bofom chafter fires fnpplics, 
And beams nsQre piercing guard her kindred eyes* 
-Overflowing wit th' imagined wondfer drew. 
But fertile fancy ne'er can reach the true. 

Now buds your youth,your cheeks their bloom difcloftti 
Th' untainted lily, and unfolding rofe 5 
Safe in your mien, and fweetnefs in your iacef 
You fpeak a Syren, and yeu move a Grace; 
>Ior time ihall urge thefe beauties to decay. 
While virtue gives, what years fhall fteal away : 
The fair, whofe youth can boaft the w<Mth of agp. 
In age ihall with the charms of ymith engage j 
J[n eveiy change itill lovely, iHll the fatne, 
A fairer Phoenix in a purer flame. 



A DESCIiLIPTION OF THE PHOENJPCi 

FROM CILAUDIAN. 

IN utmofl: ocean. lies a lovely ifle. 
Where fpringfUll blooms, and greens for ever fmilc 
Which fees the fun put on .his firft array. 
And hears his panting fteed^ brin|; on the day $ 
When, from the deep, they rufli with rapid iforce^ 
And whirl aloft, to run their glorious courfe 3 
When firft appear the ruddy ftreaks of light. 
And glimmering beams difpel the parting night. 

• In thefe foft ihades, unpreft by human feet^ 
^TJiehappy J>hQRnix.keeps his.balmy feat, 

Far 
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Far from the world disjoined ; he reigns alone» 
Alike the empirei and its king unknown. 
A god-like bird ! wkofe ^ndkfs round of ^reart 
Out-lafts the ftars, and- tires the circling ipheret| 
Not usM like vulgar birds to eat his fill. 
Or drink the ej^ftal of the iXHirmuring nil { 
But fed wi^h warmth from Titan's purer ray. 
And ftak'd by ftreams which eaftem feas convey f 
Still he renews his lile in thefe abodes. 
Contemns the power of fate, and mates the god«« 
His fiery eyes fhoot forth a glittering ray. 
And round his head ten thoufand glories plfty $ 
High on his creft, a ftar celeftial bright 
Divides the darkneis with its piercing light ; 
His legs are ftainM with purple's lively dye. 
His azure wings the fleeting winds out-fly ; 
Soft plumes of cheerful blue his limbs infold, 
Enrich'd with fpangles, and bedropt with gold. • 

Begot by none himfelf, begetting none, 
§ire of bimfelf he is, and of himfcif the fan j 
His life in fruitful death renews his date, 
And kind deftru^ion but prolongs his fate i * 

Hv'n in the grave new ftrength his limbs receive^ 
And on the funeral pile begin to live. 
For when a thoufand times the fumincr ffim 
His bending race has on tl>e zodiac *un. 
And when as oft the vemal figns have roll d, 
A». oft the wintery hrought the numbing cold j 
Then drops the bird, worn out with aged cares, 
• And bends beneath the mighty load of years. 
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So fails the ftatcly pine, that proudly grew. 
The (hade and glory of the mountain's brow. 
When picrc'd by blafts, and fjpouting clouds o'cr-fprcad. 
It, flowly finking, nods its tottering head. 
Part dies by winds, and part by fickly rains. 
And wafting age deftroys the poor remains. 
Then, as the filrer emprefs of the night, 
O'er-clouded, glimmers in a fainter light. 
So, frozen with age, and (hut frcmi light's fuppHes, 
In lasy rounds fcarce roll his feeble eyes. 
And thofe fleet wings, for ftr«ngth and fpeed renownM, 
Scarce rear th* inaftive lumber from the ground. 

Myfterious arts a fecond time create 
The bird, prq)hetic of approaching fate. 
PiPd on a heap Sabaean herbs he lays, 
ParchM by his fire the fiin's intenicft rays $ 
The pile defign'd to form his funeral fcene 
He wraps in covers of a fragrant green. 
And bids his fpicy heap at once become 

A grave <lefti*uftive, and a teeming womb. 
On the rich bed the dying wonder lies. 

Imploring Phoebus with perfuafive cries. 

To dart upon him in collefted rays. 

And new-create him in a deadly blaze. 
The god beholds the fuppliant from afar. 

And flops the progrefs of his heavenly carr. 

** O thou, fays he, whom harmlefs fires (hall burn, 

*' Thy age the flame to fecond youth (hall turn, 

** Ad inrfafit s cradle is thy funeral urn. 

" Thou, on whom heaven has fixM th' ambiguous -doom 

** To live by ruin, and by death to bloom, 

** Thy 
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•» Thy life, thy ftrengtii, thy lovely form renew, 
*' And with frefii beauties doubly charm the view.** 

Thus fpeaking, *midft the aromatic bed 
A golden beam he tolTes from his head j 
Swift as defii^, the fliining ruin flies. 
And ftraigbt devours the willing facrifice^ 
Who haftes to perrQi in the fertile fire. 
Sink into ftrength, and into life expire. 

In flames the circling odours mount on high« 
Perfume the air, and glitter in the iky, 
The moon and ftars, amazed, retard their flighty 
And nature ftartles at the doubtful fight; 
For,^whilft the pregnant lu-n with fury glows, 
The goddefs labours with a mother's throes. 
Yet joys to cherifh, in the friendly flames. 
The nobleft produ^ of the fldll flie claims. 

Th' enlivening duft its head begins to rear, 
And on the afhes fprouting plumes appear j 
In the dead bird reviving vigour reigns. 
And life returning revels in his veins : 
A new.born Phoenix ftarting from the flarae. 
Obtains at once a fon's, and father's name j 
And the great change of double life difplays, 
In the fhort moment of one tranfient blaze. 

On his new pinions to the Nile he bends. 
And to the gods his parent urn commends. 
To Egypt bearing, with majeftic pride, 
The balmy neft, where firft he liv'd and dy'd* 
Birds of all kinds admire th' unufual fight. 
And ^ace the triumph of his infant flight j 

L 4 In 
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In crowds unnumbered round their chief they fly^ 
Opprefs the air, and c]ou4 the fpacious i^y ^ 
Kor dsu'es the fiercefl of the winged race 
Obftru^i his journey through th^ aethereal fpac^ ^ 
The hawk and eagle ufelefs wars forbear. 
Forego their courage, and confent to {ear ; 
The feathered nations humble homage bripg. 
And blefs the gaudy flight of their ambrofial k,^ig^ 

Lefs glittering pomp does Partbia^s monarch yield> 
Commanding legions to the dafty field ; 
Though fparklihg jewels on his helm aboond. 
And royal gold his awful l|ead furround ; 
Though rich embroidery paint his purple veijt. 
And his fteed bound in cbftly trappings dreft, 
PleasM in the battle's dreadful van to ride. 
In graceful grandeur, and imperial pride. 

Fam'd for the worfhip of the fun, there ftand% 
A facred'fane in Egypt's fruitful lands. 
Hewn from the Theban mountain's rocky womb 
An hundred columns rear the marble dome ; 
Hither, 'tis faid, he brings the precious load, 
A grateful offering to the beamy god j 
Upon whofe altar's confecrated blaze 
The feeds and relicks of himfelf he lays. 
Whence flaming incenfe makes the temple fliinc. 
And the glad altars breathe perfumes divine. 
The wafted fmell to far Pelufmm flies. 
To chear old ^ccan, and enrich the flties. 
With ne£);ar's fweets to make the nations fmile, 
Aad fcent the feven-fold channel^ of the Nile. 

Thrice 
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Thxrct ba^y Phoenix ! heaven*s peculiar care 
Has made thyfelf thyfelf *8 furviving heir ^ 
By deatb thy de^thlefs vigour i» AtpplyM, 
Which finks te ruin ail the world befide ) 
Thy age, not thee, aififfing Phoebus bums^ 
And vital flames light up thy funeral urns* 
Whatever events have been, thy eyes furyeyi 
And thou art iixt, while ages roll away ; 
Thou faw^ft when raging ocean burft his bed, 
O'er-top'd t^ roountai^jr and th^ earth o*er-fpread | 
When the rafli youth inflam'd the high abodes, 
Scorched up tbe ikies," and fcar'd the deathlefs gods* 
When nature ceaies, thou flialt ftiU remain, 
Nor fecond Chaos bound thy endlefs reign ; 
Fate^s tyrant laws thy happier lot fhall brave> 
BafHe definition, and elude the grave^ 



VERSES TO MRS. LQWTHEK 
ON HER MARRIAGE. 

FROM MENAGE. 

THE greateft fwain that ta-eads th' Arcadian grovci 
Our ihepberds envy, and our virgins love. 
His charming nymph, his fofter fair obtains. 
The bright Diana of our flowery plains j 
He, 'midft the graceful, of fuperior grace. 
And flie the lovelieft of the loveliefl race. 

Thy fruitful influence, guardian Juno, Ihed, 
And crqwn the pleafures of the genial b^ x 



TO A LAD 

WITH A PRESENT OF 

THE fragrant paititirig of our fl 
The choiceft ilorea tbatyouthi 
Screphon to fair Eli fa hutb convej*c 
The fwedieft garland to tht (weetcft 
O theer the i^owers, my fair, and 1 
On the Elyfiurti of thy fnowy breaft 
And there regale tl:ie fiiiell, find tha 
Tfl^ith richer odours* and a Joyclier ] 
Learn hence, nor fear a flatterer in i 
Thy form divine, nnd beauty's mat 
Faintj near thv cbcftksj the bright q 
And thy ripe lips out-blufli tbe open 
The Jily'i fnow betrays Ids pure ft J 
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*rhh night (hall fee the gaudy wreath decline. 
The rofes wither, and the Irlies pine. 

The garlands fate to thine (hall be apply'd. 
And what advance thy form, fhall check thy pride s 
Be wile, my fair, the prefent hour improve. 
Let joy be now, and now a wafte of love j 
Each drooping bloom ihall plead thy ju(l excufe. 
And that which ihew'd thy beauty, ihew its ufe. 



ON A LADY'S PICTUREt 
TO GILFRED LAWSON, ESQ5 

AS Damon Chloe's painted form furvey*d, 
He fighM, and languifhM for the jilting (hade : 
For Cupid taught the artift hand its grace. 
And Venus wanton'd in the mimic face. 

Now he laments a look fo fal(ely fair, 
And almoft damns, what yet refembles her 5 
Now he devours it, with his longing eyes 5 
Now fated, from the lovely phantom flies. 
Yet burns to look again, yet looks again, and dies. 
Her ivory neck his lips prefume to kifs. 
And bis bold hands the fwelling bofom prefs ; 
The fwain drinks-in deep draughts of vain de(ire. 
Melts without heat, and burns in fancy'd fire. 

Strange power of paint ! thou nice creator art ! 
What love infpires, may life itfelf impart. 
Struck with like wounds, of old, Pygmalion pray'd. 
And hugg'd to life his artificial maid ^ 



I 
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Clafp, new Pygmalion, clafp the feeming charms, ^ 
Perhaps ev*n now th' enlivening imaige warms^ > 

Defiin^dto crown thy joys, and revel in thy arms :• J 
Thyarma, which (hall with fire fo fiercd invade. 
That file at once fhall be, and ceafe to be a maid. 



PART OF THE FOURTH BOOK OF LUCA^*- 

Caefar, having- refolved to give battle to Petreius and 
Afrantus, Pompey's lieutenants in Spain, encamped 
near the enemy in the fame field. The behaviour of 
their foldiers, at their feeing and knowing one ano-^ 
ther, is the fu^je£l of the following verfe«. 

THEIR ancient friends, as now they nearer dpew^ 
Prepared for fight the wondering foldier» knew ^ 
Brother, with brother in unnatural il^rife, 
And the ion armM againft the father's life i 
Curft civil war ! then confcience firft was felt. 
And the tough veteran's heart began to melt* 
FixM in dumb forrow all at once they ftan(^ 
Then wave, a pledge of peace, the giiiltlef« hand ^ 
To vent ten thoufand ftruggling paflions move, 
The ftings of nature, and the pangs of love. 
All order broken, wide their arms they throw. 
And run, with tranfport, to the longing foe : 
Here the long-loft acquaintance neighbours claim, 
Thipre an old friend recalls hi& comrade's name. 

Youths^ 
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utbsy who in art? beneath one tutor grew, 
me rent in twain, and liiindred hofts they view* 
Fears wet their impious asm?, a fond relief, 
id kiflcs, broke by fobs, the words of grief j 
lough yet no blood was fpilt, each anxious mind 
ith horror thinks on what his rage defign'd. 
1 1 generous youths, why thu?, with fruitlefs pain, 
at ye thofe breafts ? why gufli thofe eyes in vain? 
liy blame ye heaven, and charge your guilt on fate f 
hy dread the<tyrant, whom yourfelves make great? 
ds he the trumpet (bund ? the trumpet flight, 
ids he the ftandards move ? refufe the fight. 
out generals, left by you, will love again 

fon and father, when they're private men. 

Kind Concord, heavenly bom 1 whofe blifsful reigp 

olds this vfifl: globe in one furrounding chain, 

/hofs laws the jarring elements control, 

i.nd knit each atom clofe from pole to polej 

oul of the .world 1 and love*s eternal fpring ! 

"his lucky hour, thy aid fair goddefs brings! 

"his lucky hour, ere aggravated crimes 

leap guilt on guilt, and doubly ftain the times. 

lo veil henceforth for fin, for pardon none $ 

Phey know their iduty, now their friends are known, 

^ain wiih ! from blood. fhort muft the refpite be, 

<lew crimes, by love inhanc*d, this night ihall fee : 

>uch is the will of fate, and fuch the hard decree. 

'Twas peace. From either camp, now void of fear> 
The foldievs mingling chearful feafts prepare.: 

4 On 
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On the green Cod. the friendly bowls were crown *d. 
And hafty banquets pil'd upon the ground : 
Around the fire they talk 5 one fhews his fears. 
One tells what chance firft led him to the wars ; 
Their ftories o'er the tedious night prevail. 
And the mute circle liftens to the tale 5 
They own they fought, but fwear they ne'er could hate» 
Deny their guilt, and lay the blame on fate 5 
Their love revives, to make them guiltier grow, 
A fhort-Kv^d blefling, but to heighten woe. 

When to Petreius iirft the news was told. 
The jealous general thought his legions fold. 
Swift with the guards, his head-ftrong fury drew^ 
From out his camp he drives the hoftile crew 5 
Cuts chifping friends afunder with his fword. 
And ftains with blood each hofpitable board. 

Then thus his wrath breaks out. * Oh '/ loft to fame I 
"* Oh ! falfe to Pompey, and the Roman name I 
** Can ye not conquer, ye degenerate bands ? 
^ Ohi die -at leaft; 'tis all that Rome demands. 

* What 1 will ye own, while ye can wield the fword, 
•* A rebel ftandard, and ufurping lord > 

■* Shall he be fued to take you into place 

* Amongft his Haves, and grant you equal grace ? 

< What? fhall my life be begg'd ? inglorious thought t 

* And life abhorr'd, on fuch conditions bought I 

< The toils we bear, my frientls, are not for life, 

< Too mean a prize in fuch a dreadful ftrife; 

* But peace would lead to fervitude and (hame, 

< A fair amufement^ aa^ a fpecious name, 

' Never 
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« Never had man explored the iron ore, 

* Mark'd out the trench, or rais'd the lofty tower, 

< Ne^er had the fteed iahamefs fought the plain, 

* Or fleets encountered on th' unftable main $ 

« Were life, were breath, with fame to be compared 

* Or peace to glorious liberty preferred. 

^ By guilty oaths the hoftile army bound, 

« Holds faft its in^pious faith, and ftands its ground ; 

< Are you perfidious, wha efpodfe the laws, 

* And traitors only in a jighteous caufe ? 

* Oh fliame ! in vain through nations far and wide, 

* Thou cairil the crowding monarchs to thy fide, 

* Fairn Pompcy t while thy legions here betray 

< Thy cheap-bought life, and treat thy fame away.* 
He ended fierce. The foldier's rage returns. 

His blood flies upward, and his bofom bums. 

So, haply tam'd, the tiger bears his bands, 
!Lefs grimly growls, and licks his keeper's hands ; 
But if by chance he taftes forbidden gore. 
He yells amain, and makes his dungeon roar. 
He glares, he foams, he aims a defperate bound^ 
And his pale matter flies the dangerous ground. 

Now deeds are done, which man might charge anght 
On ftubbom fate, or undifceming night. 
Had not their guilt the lawlefs foldiers known. 
And made the wholie malignity their own. 
The beds, the plenteous tables, float with gore, 
Andin-eafts are fliabb^d, that were embrac'd before : 
Pity awhile their hands from flaughter kept. 
Inward they groanM, and, as they drew, they wept,- 

But 
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Drags his flain friend before t 
Exults in guilt, that throws t 
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t i6i 1 
THE FIRST BOOK OF HOMER'S ILIAD. 



THE DEDICATION. 

WHEN I firft entered upon this tranllation, I 
was ambitious of dedicating it to the earl o^ 
Halifax 5 but being prevented from doing myfelf that 
-honour, by the unfpeakable lofs which our country 
hath fuftained in the death of that extraordinary per- 
fon, I hope I (hall not be blamed for prefuming to 
make a dedication of it to his memory. The great- 
nefs of his name will juftify a praftice altogether un- 
common, and may gain favour towards a work, which 
(if it had deferved his patronage) is perhaps the only 
one infcribed to his lordftiip, that will efcape bting 
rewarded by him. 

I might have one advantage from fuch a dedication, 
that nothing, I could fay in it, would be fufpefted of 
flattery. Befides that the world would take a pleafure 
in hearing thofe things faid of this great man, now he 
is dead, which he himfelf would hav« been offended at 
when living. But though I am fenfible, fo amiable 
and exalted a charafter would be very acceptable to the 
publick, were I able to draw it in its full extent : I 
ihouid be cenfured very defervedly, (hould I venture 
upon an undertaking, to which I am by no meant 
equal. 

M HIi 
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His confummate knowledge in all kinds of bufinefs, 
his winning eloquence in public afTemblies, his aftive 
zeal for the good of his coufttry, and the fiiaire He had 
in conveying the fupreme power to an illuftrious 
family famous for being £r2eiids id mankind, are fub- 
je£ls eafy to be enlarged upon, but incapable of being 
exhaufted. The nature of the following performance 
more direflly leads me to lament the .misfcttttine, which 
hath befallen the learned world, by the death of Co ge- 
nerous and univerfal a patron. 

He refted not in a barren admiration of the polite 
itts, wherein he himfelf was fo great a mafter; but 
was i^ed by that humanity they naturally ihfpire: 
-which gave rife to many excellent writers^ who have 
c^li a ligtit upon the age in which he livedo and ^)1 
diftihguiih it to pofterity. It is well known, that 
very few celel)rated pieces have been pJubliAed iot 
tcvcral yesCrs, but what were eithfer prolnofed by hid 
^Sfcoiiragfement, or fupported by his at>t>robaitioii^ or 
recompenfed by his bounty. And if the fuc^effion^ of 
inen, wtio excel in moft of the refined Arts, ihould not 
continue ; though fome may impute it to a deca^ of 
£enius hi our countrymen $ thofe> who are unacquaint'^ 
ed yriin &8 lordfhip's chara^ler, will know more jiiiftly 
fiow to account for it. 

The caufe of liberty will receive no fmall advftn- 
tiige in future tim^s, when it ihall be obferved that the 
durl of Halifax was one of the psltriote who Were tt 
the head of it $ and that moft of thofe, who were emi*. 
lient in ine leveral parts of polite or ufeful learning, 

were 



no MBR*9 ILIAD, Book I. i5) 

were by his influence and example engaged in the fanit 
intereft. 

I hope fJierefore the ptiblick will excufe my ambitioil 
for thus intruding into the number of thofe applauded 
men^ who hava paid him this kind of homage : elpe- 
t:ially flncel am alfo prompted to it by gratitude, for the 
prote6lion with which be had begun to honour me I 
and do it at a time when he cannot fuder by the im« 
portunity of «ny acknowledgmentt* 

TOTHE READER. 

IMuft inform the reader, that when I began thlHL 
firft book, I had fome thoughts of tranflatiBg the 
whole niad : but had the pleafure of being diverted 
from that deiign, by finding the work was fallen into 
a much abler hand. I would not therefore be thouglrt 
to have any other view in publiihing this finall fpe* 
cimen of Homer'a Iliad, thaa to befpeak, if poffible, 
the favour of the publick to a tranflation of Homer^t 
Odyfleis, wherein I have already made ibme progreft* 
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ACHILLES* fatal wrath, whence difcord rofe. 
That brought the Tons of Oreece imniunber^d 
woes, 
X> goddefs, fing. FiiU many a hero's ghoft 
Was driven untimely to th' infernal coaft« 
While in promifcUous heaj>s their bodies l8|^ 
A fead for dogs, and every bird of fceyt 

Ma Se 



His prieft diihonourM, and his power d( 
Hence fwift contagion, by the god*8 cor 
Swifpt through tht camp^ andchinnd the 

For, wealth inimenle the holy Chiyfc 
^j4 daughter'a ranJbm) to the tented fl| 
His fteptre flrekhing forth, the golden j 
Hune: round with hallowM garlands of^ 
Of a] J thcttoft, of n*er^' pnncdy chitf^ 
But tirll of Atreus'' fons, he begg'd felic 

* C|re3t Atreu*' fons and warlike Grt 
' So may tli' im mortal gods your caufe I 
* So may you Priam's lol'ty bulwarks b 
' And rich in gather^'d fpoils to Greece i 
' As for thcfc gifts niy daughter you be 
' And reverence due to great Apollo flio 
' Jove*s f.ivourkc offspring, terrible tn ' 
' Who fends his fiiafts unerring from af 
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« Left thou ftrctch forth, my fury to reftrain, 

* The wreaths and fceptrc of thy god, in vain. 
« The captive maid I never will refign, 

* Till "age overtakes her, I have vow'd her mine* 

* To diftant Argos fhall the fair be led : 

She fliall ; to ply the loom, and grace, my bed, 

* Begone, ere e^il intercept thy way. 

« Hence, on thy life : nor urge me by thy ftay.' 
He ended frowning. Speechlefs and difmay'd, 
The aged fire his ftern command obey'd. 
Silent he pafsM, amid the deafening roar 
Of tumbling billows, on the lonely fhore 5 
Far from the camp he pafs'd : then fuppliant ftood j 
And thus the hoary prieft invoked his god : 
* Dread warrior with the filver bow, give ear. 

* Patron of Chryfa and of Cilia, hear. 

* To thee the guard of Tenedos belongs j 

* Propitious Smintheus ! Oh! redrefs my wrongs. 

* If e'er within thy fane, with wreaths adorn'd, 

* The fat of bulls and well-fed goats I burn'd, 

* O ! hear my prayer. Let Greece thy fury know, 

* And with thy fhafts avenge thy fervant's woe.' 
Apollo heard his injured fuppliant's cry. 

Down rufh'd the vengeful warrior from the fky j 
Acrofs his breaft the glittering bow he flung. 
And at his back the well-ftor'd quiver hung : 
(His arrows rattled, as he urg'd his flight.) 
In clouds he flew, conceal'd from mortal fight 5 
Then took his fland, the well-aim'd fhaft to throw : 
Fierce fprung the ftring, and twang'd the filver bow. 
M 3 The 
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SummonM a council, by the 
Who wields heaven's fceptre 
She mourned her favourite G 
The hero, fwiftly fj[)eajcing as 
* What now, O Atreus' Co 
' But o>r the deep our wandc 
< DoomM to deftru^ion, whil 

* The fword and peftilence at « 
Why hafte we not fome prop 

* Or feek by dreams ? (for drea 
« What moves Apollo's rage k 

* What vow withheld, what he 
^ And if the blood of lambs an 

* The price for guilt, and turn 
Thus he. And next the rev 

Their guide to Ilion whom the 
The prince of augurs, whofe en 
Could things oaft. nraA.-*- 
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For I forefee his rage, whofe ample fway 

The Argian powers and iceptred chiefs obey. 

The wrath of kings what Aibjeft can oppoie f 

Deep in their breafts the fmother'd vengeance slow^, 

Still watchful to deftroy. Swear, valiant yout^. 

Swear, wilt thou guard me, if I fpeak the truth i 

To this Achilles fwift replies : * Be bold. 

Difclofe, what Phoebus tells thee, uncontrol't^. 

By iiim, who, liftening to thy powerfjul prayer. 

Reveals the fecret, I devoutly fwear. 

That, while thefe eyes behold the light, no han^dl 

Shall dare to wrong thee on this crowded ftrand. 

Not Atreus* fon. Though now himfelf he boaift 

The king of men, and fovereign of the hoft.* 

Then boldly he. * Nor docs the god complain 

Of vows withheld, or hecatombs unflain. 

Chryfeis to her awful fire refused, 

The gifts rejefled, and the prieft abusM, 

Call down thefe judgments, and for more they callj 

Juft ready on th* exhaufled camp to fall j 

Tiil ranfom-free the damfel is beftow'd. 

And hecatombs are fent to footh the god. 

To Chryfa fent. Perhaps Apollo^s rage 

The gifts m^y expiate, and the prieft alTuage.* 

He ipoke, and fat. When, with an angry frowui 

The chief of kings upftarted from his throne. 

Difdain and vengeance in his bofom rife. 

Lour in his brows, and fparkle in his eyes ; 

Full at the pri^ their fiery orbs he bent. 

And all at once his fury found a vent. 

M 4 Augur 
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* Augur of ills, (for never good to mc 
' Di4 that mo(^ inaufpicious voice decree) 

* For ever ready to denounce my woes, 

* When Greece is puniih'd, I am ftill the caufe 5 

' And now when Phoebus fpreads his plagues abroad, 

* And waftes our camp, 'tis I provoke the god, 

* Becaufe my blooming captive I detain, 

* And the large ranfora is produced in vain. 

* Fond of the maid, my queen, in beauty's pride, 

* Ne'er charm'd me more, a virgin and a bride j 

* Not Clytaemneftra boafts a nobler race, 

* A fweeter temper, or a lovelier face, 

* In works of female flcill hath more command, ^ 

* Or guides the needle with a nicer hand. 

* Yet (he fhall go. The fair our peace (hall buy ; 
« Better I fufFer, than my people die. 

* But mark me well. See inltantly prepared 
« A full equivalent, a new reward. 

* Nor is it meet, while each enjoys his ihare, 

* Your chief ftiould lofe his portion of the war : 

* In vain your chief j whilft the dear prize, I boaft, 

* Is wrefted from me, and for ever loft.' 
To whom the fwift purfuer quick reply'd : 

* Oh funk in avarice, and fwoln with pride ! 

< How (hall the Greeks, though large of foul they be, 

* Colleft their fever'd fpoils, a heap for thee 

* To fearch anew, and cull the choiceft (hare 
« Amid the mighty harveft of the war ? 

* Then yield thy captive, to the god relign'd, 

* A(rurM a tenfold recompcnce to (ind, 

* When 
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* When Jove'8 decree (hall throw proud Ilion down, 

* And give to plunder the devoted town.' 

* Think not, AtrideS anfwer'd, though thou fliine, 

* Graceful in beauty, like the powers divine, 

* Think not, thy wiles, in fpccious words convey'd, 

* From its finn purpofe (hall my foul diffuade. 

* Muft I alone bereft fit down with fhame, 

* And thou infulting keep thy captive dame ? 

* If, as I aflc, the large-fouPd Greeks confcnt 

* Full recompence to give, I ftand content.^ 
' If not : a prize I fliall myfelf decree, 

* From him, or him, or elfe perhaps from thee. 

* While the proud prince, defpoilM, (hall rage in vain* 

* But break we here. The reft let time explain. 

* Launch now a well-trim'd galley from the (hore, 

* With hands experienced at the bending oar: 

* Inclpfe the hecatomb ; and then with care 

* To the high deck convey the captive fair. 

* The facred bark let fage U]y(res guide, 

* Or Ajax, or Idomeneus, prefide : 

' Or thou, O mighty man, the chief (halt be. 

* And who more fit to foothe the god than thee ?' 

* Shamelefs, and poor of fonl,' the prince replies. 
And on the monarch cafts his fcornful eyes, 

* What Greek henceforth will march at thy command, 

* In fearch of danger on the doubtful ftrand ? 

* Who in the face of day provoke the fight, 
« Or tempt the fecret ambufh of the night ? 
< Not T, be fure. Henceforward I am free, 

* For ne'er was Priam's houfe a foe to me. 

'Far 
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' Far froni tbeir ioroads, in my pafti^res feed 

* The lowing heifer, and the pampjerV ft,eed, 

< On Phthia*s hills our fruits fecurely grow^ 
« And ripen carelefs of the diftant foe, 

* Between whofe realms and our Theff^aji if^on 

* Unnumber'd mountains rife, and bplows ipar. 

* For thine,^ and for thy baffled brother's fame, 

* Acrofs thofe feas, difdainful man, I came i 

* Yet, infolcnt ' by arbitrary fway, 

* Thou talk'ft of feizing on my rightful prey, 

' The prize whofe purchafe toils and dangers coft, 

* And given by fuffrage of the Grecian hoft. 

* What town, when fack'd by our victorious bands, 
'But ftill brought wealth to thofe rap?cjous hands t 

* To me, thus fcom'd, contented daft thou yield 

* My /hare of blood in the tumultuous field ; 

* But ftill the flower of all the fpoil is diine j 

* There claim'ft thou moft« Nor e*erdid I repine. 

* Whatever was giv'n I took, and thought it beft, 
« With flaughter tir'd, and panting after reft. 

* To Phthia now, for I fhall fight no xi^re, 

* My ihips their crooked prows ihall turn from ihoret 
' When I am fcom'd, I think I well forefee 

* What fpoils and pillage will be won by thee. 

< Hence ! cryM the monarch, hence 1 without delay i 
Think not, vain man 1 my voice ihall urge thy ftay* 

* Others thou leav'ft to the great caufe inclined, 

' ' A league of kings thou leav^ft, and Jove behind. 

< Of all the chiefs doft thou oppofe me moft : 

* Outrage and uproar are thy only boaft* 

« Difcor 
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^ Difcord and jars thy joy. But learn to know, 

* If fliou art ftrong, 'tis Jove hath made thee fo, 

* Go, at tfiy pleafure. None will flop thy way. 

* Go, bid thy ba/e-bom Myrmidons obey. 

' Thou, nor thy rage, &all my refolves fubdue j 

* I fix my purpose, and my threats renew. 

* Since 'tis decreed I muft the maid reftore^ 

* A ihip (hail waft her to th' offended power ; 

* But fair BrifeVs, thy allotted prize, 

* Myfeif will feise, and ieize before thy eyes t 
^ That thou and each audacious man may fee, 

< How vain the rafli attempt to cope with me.' 
Stung to the foul, tumulttK>us thoughts 4>egan. 

This way and that to rend die godlike man. 
To force a pafTage with his falchion drawn, • 
And hurl th' imperial boafter fcom his throne. 
He now rtfi»lves : and now refolves again 
To queil his fury, and his arm reftrain^ 
While thus by turns his rage and reafon fway'd,. 
And half unfheath'd he held the glittering blade ^ 
That moment, Juno, whofe impartial eye 
Watch'd o'er them both, fent PaUas from the fky t 
She flew, and caught his yellow liair behind, 
(To him alone the radiant goddefs fliin'd.) 
Sudden he tumM, and ftarted with: fui^rize j 
Kage and revenge fiafli'd dreadful in his eyes. 

Then thus with hafty words : * O I heavenly-bcrff>v 
^ Com'ft than to fee proud Agamemnon's fcorn ? 

< But thou fhait fee (my fword fhall make it good) 
(• This glutted fand imoke with the tyrant's blood«* 

5 . « To 
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* To footh thy foul, the hlue-cy^'d maid replies, 

* (If thou obey my voice) I left the Ikies- 

* He a V en 's q u ec ii , w ho fav ou r* both j give thl * commaiidl 

* Supprels ihy wr^tli, and ft ay ihy vengeful haufi. 
' Be all thy j-age in tautitful woixls txpncft j 
■ But guiltlcf? let the thjdly falchion reil, 
'' Mark what I /peak. An hour h on its way, 
^ When gifts tenfold for this a&ont ihaJI pay, 
' Supprefs thy wrnth ^ and heavtn and me obeyn 

Then lie : * I yield ; tliough with reluctant mind. 
' Who yidds to heaven ihAil heaven propitiona 
The iiiver hilt c:lofe-giarping;j at the word. 
Deep in the fneath he plung d his mighty f^oid, 
The goddefsj turning, darted from hi a iight» 
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* But given by Jove the fons of men to awe, 

* Now fways the nations, and confirms the law) 

* A day fliall come, when for this hour's difdain 

* The Greeks fhall wifli for me, and wifti in vain; 

* Nor thou, though grievM, the wanted aid afford, 

« When heaps on heaps fhall fall by Heflor's fword : 

* Too late with anguiih fhall thy heart be torn, 

* That the firft Greek was made the public fcorn.' 
He faid. And, mounting with a furious bound. 

He dafti'd his ftudded l'cep(re on the ground j 

Then fat. Atrides, eager to reply. 

On the fierce champion glanc'd a vengeful eye. 

'Twasthen, the madding raonarchs to compofe. 
The Pylian prince, the fmooth-fpeechM Neftor rofe. 
His tongue dropp'd honey. Full of days was he j 
Two ages pafl, he liv'd the third to fee : 
And, his firft race of fubje6ls long decay'd, 
0*er their fons ions a peaceful fceptre fway'd. 

* Alas for Greece ! he cries, and what with joy 

* Shall Priam hear, and every fon of Troy ! 

* That you, the firft in wifdom as in wars, 

' Wafte your great fouls in poor ignoble jars ! 

* Go to I you both are young. Yet oft rever'd 

* Greater than you have the wife Neftor heard. 
< Their equals never fhall thefe eyes behold : 

* Caeneus the juft, Pirithous the bold, 

* Exadius, Dryas, born to high command, 
« Shepherds of men, and rulers of the land, 
« Thefeus unrival'd in his fire's abodes, 

' And mighty Polypheme, a match for god«. 

« They, 
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-* Tliey, greateft names that aticient ftory kuows, 

^ In mortal confli^ ujet a.s <Ircadful fo£« j 

■* Fearlefs through raclts and wilds their pre]^ purfuft 

* And the huge double Centaur race fuWucU, 
« With them my early youth wau pleisM to loam 

Through regions, far from my fwett native hoTQC| ^ 

* They caird nie to the w^lts* Na living hand 

* Could match their valour, or tiieir strength wittdla 

* Yet wont they oft my fage advice to hear, 
"' Then liflen both, with an attentive ear* 

* Seize not thou, king of men, the bcauteaits Havei 

* Th' allotted pr lie the Gr«ician voices gave- 

* Nor thou, Peiides, in ii threaten irtg tone 

' Urge him to wrath, who £11* that ik^ced tfiroiiei 
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< In vain thoii ii6dd*ft from thy imperial throne. 

< Thy vaiTals Ctck elfewhere : for I am none. 

* But break 1^ here. The fair, though juftly mine, 
« With fWord tiridriiwn I purpofe to refign. 

* On aught b^de,- I once for all command, 

* Lay not, I charge thee, thy prefUmptuous htod. 

< Come not within my reach. Nor dare ^idrance. 

< Or thy heart's bkkKi ihall reek lipon my Unce.* 
Thus both in foul debate proIongM the day. 

The council broke^ each takes his feparate ^ray. 
Achilles feeks his tent with reftiefs mind $ 
Pafroclus and his train move flow behind. 

Mean timei a bark was haul'd along the fandy 
Twice ten fele^ed Greeks, a brawny band. 
Tug the tough oars, at the great king^s command. 
The gifts, the hecatombj the captive fair» 
Are all intrnfted to Ulyfles* care. 
They mount the deck. The Vefiel takes its flight. 
Bounds o*br t3xe forge, and leffens to the fight. 

Next he ordains aiong the winding coaft 
By hallowM rites to purify the hoft. 
A herd of chofen vi^iitts they provide, 
Andcait their 6i&tls on the briny tide. 
Fat bulls and g6AH to gr^at Apollo die. 
In clouds the fkvoiy fte^m afcends the flcy. 

Th^ Ofifelts to htoVen titeir fbbfhn tdiirs addi^i 
But dire rtftngt tolled in the monaith'^ bi<etfft. 
Obfequious ttt his tall XvH> tteralds iliftd s 
To them in fr^virtts 'ke giies this btaih etfrinMiid, 
« Ye hAtMty to Ai^hmes' tent r^ri 
* Tbence fwift the female flave Brifeis bear* 

«Witk 
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* Wjlh aims, if difabeyM, mylclf will come, 

* Bid bim refign her, or lit; tempts his doom,' 
The ht raids J though unwillingly, obey* 

Aking the fea-beat Oiorc tbt:y fpc-ed their way i 
And J row the Myririidtjnian quarter pa ft. 
At his tent-doorthey find the hero placed. 
DirturbM the ibkmn roeftengeis he iaw ; 
They too ftood llients wkh reJpe£^ful awe. 
Before ihe jxjyal youth, they neither Ipoke, 
He gilds d their mefTagCj and the fileiice broke s 
' Ye minifos of gods and men, draw near, 
^ Not you, but him whole heralds ye appenr, 

* Rohb'd of my right I blame. Patroclua, brinrf 
' The damfel forth for this difdainf ul king. 
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And as the Tea wide-rolling he furvey'd, 

With dut-ftretch*d arms to his fofid mother pfay'd i 

* Since to ihort life th^ haplefs fon was born, 
^ Great Jove ftatid^ bdnnd by promife to adorn 

' « His ftintfrd courfe, with an iniiitortal name. 

* Is this the great amends ? the promiS'd fame ? 

< The fon of Atretis, proud of lawlefs fwiy, 

< Demands, poflefles, and enjoys my frey.' 
N6ar her did firfc eftthron'dj fhe heard him vecp 

FroHl the low fiJent caverns trf the deep : 

Then in a morning mift her head (he rtarsj 

Sits by her fon, and rtiinfgles tears with tear^ 5 

Clofe grafps her darling's hand. 'My fon, 'Ihe cries, 

* Why heaves thy heart? and ^hy overflow thy €yes ? 

* ,Oh tell me, tell thy mother all thy care, 

* That both may know it, and that both may fhare.' 

* Oh ! goddefs V cry'd he, with art ioward groan, 

* T.h«*u know'ft it all : to thee are all things known. 

* Eetian Thebes wfr fack*d, their ranfack*'dt€fweF<, 

* The plunder of a people, all was oiiVS, 
« We ftAoda^ecd the booty t5 divide. 

* Chryfci's rofy-cheek'd, and gldffy-ey 'd, 
« Fell to the king 5 but holy Chryfes bore 

* Vaft gifts of ranibm, to the teated fhore s 

* His fcgitrfi ilrdtching- forth (the golden rod 

* Hung round with haliowM garlands of his god)' 
« Of all tht.hojky of every princely chief, 

* Bui:/irft of Atreiis' ions, he begg'd relief. 
^ Tfjironghout thehoft confenting diunxUirs ran^ 
^ To yield terto tiic v^na-aWcmaas ,/ 

*: -^ ^ N * But 
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' But the harfti king denfM to do him right, 
' Aiid dvQYc th<? tretiiblLng prophet from his ^ght* 
' Aptjllo heard his injured fupplianfs cry, 

* And dealt his arrows through th' infeftcd ikf | 
■ The iWih contagion, fent by hii commands, 

' S vvc p t Lb ro\igh the c am ^j and th in iCd t lieG nee iau bmnds- 

* Tile guilty caufe a facred augui: fhow'd^ 
' And I firft mQvM to mitigate the god* 

« At ihia the tyrant Aorm'd, and vengeance vow*di 

* And now too foon hath madehia threatnings go^d* 

* Chryfeis firft with gifts to Cbryfa lejtit, 

' His heralds came this inomE^nt to my centt 

* Aod bore Brifeis thence j my beauteous fiavc, 

* Th' allotted pri»e, which the Itagu'd Grecians g^ve. j 



thp 



StTlfl 'fKiniT f L'H 



HOMER'S ILIAD, Book L 179 

Remind him thtn : for well thou know^ft the art : 
Go, clafp his knees, and melt his mighty heart. 
Lefthe driven Argians, hunted o^er the plain. 
Seek the laft verge of this tempe ftuous main : 
There let them psrifh, void of ail relief. 
My wrongs remember, and enjoy their chief. 
Too late with angiiifti ftxall his heart be torn. 
That the firft Greek was made the public fcom.' 
Then flie (with tears her azure eyes ran o'e» :) 
Why "bore I thee ! or nouriih*d, when I bore i 
Bleft, if within thy tent, and free from ftrife. 
Thou roight'ft poflefs thy poor remains of life. 
Thy death approaching now the fates foreihow 5 
Short is thy deftin'd term, and full of woe. 
Ill-fated thou ! and oh unhappy I ! 
But hence to the celeftial courts I fly. 
Where, hid in fnow, to heaven Olympus fwells. 
And Jove, rejoicing in his thunder, dwells. 
Meantinie, my fon, indulge thy juft difdain : 
Vent all thy rage, and fhun the hoftile plain. 
Till Jove returns . Laft night my waves he crbfsM, 
And fought the^diftant Ethiopian coaft : 
Along the fkies his radiant courfe he fteer*d. 
Behind him all the train of gods appeared, 
A bright proceflion . To the holy feaft 
Of blamelefs men he goes a grateful gueft. 
To heaven be comes, when twice fix days are o'er I 
Then fhall his voice the fire of gods implore. 
Then to my lofty manfion will I pafs, 
Founded on rocks of ever-during brafs : 

N» « There 
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The daughter of the dawn : th' awaken'd crew 
Back to the Greeks encampM their courle renew* 
The breezes freftien : for with friendly gales 
Apollo fwell'd their wide, diftended, fails s 
Cleft by the rapid prow, the waves divide. 
And in hoarfe murmurs break on either fide. 
In fafety to the deftinM port they pafsM, 
And fix'd their bark with grappling haulfers faft| 
Then dragged her farther, on the dry-land coaft. 
Regained their tents, and mingled in the hoft. 

But fierce Achilles, ftill on vengeance bent, 
Cherifh'd his wrath, and maddcn'd in his tent. 
Th* afTembled chiefs he (hunM with high difdain^ 
A band of kings : nor fought the hoftile plain j 
But longM to hear the diftant troops engage. 
The ftrife grow doubtful, and the battle rage. 

Twelve days were paft ; and now th' ethereal train, 
Jove at their head, to heaven returned again : 
When Thetis, from the deep prepai'd to rife. 
Shot through a big-fwoPn wave, and piercM the ikies» 
At early mom ihe reached the realms above. 
The court of gods, the refidence of Jove. 

On the top-point of high Olympus, crown'd 
With hills on hills, him far apart (he found. 
Above the reft. The earth beneath difplay'd 
(A boundlefs profpeft) his broad eye furvey'd. 
Her left hand grafp'd his knees, her right (he rearM, 
And touched with blandi(hment his awfiil beard ; 
Then, fuppliant, with fubmi(nve voice implorM 
Old Satum*8 fon^ the god by gods ador*d t 

•If 
5 
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' If e''er, bjr rebel deities oppreft, 
**My aid relieved thee, grant this one requeft. 

* Since to fhort life my haplefs fon was born, 

* Do thou with fame the fcanty fpace adorn. 

* Punifli the king of men, whofe lawlefs'fway 

* Hath iham*d the youth, and feiz'd his deftin'd prey; 
< Awhile let Troy prevail, that Greece may grieve, 

* And doubled honours to my offspring give.* 
She faid. The god vouchfafd not to reply 

(A deep fufpencr^fat in his thoughtful eye) : 
Once more around his knees the goddefs clung. 
And to foft accents formM her artful tongue : 

* Oh 1 fpeak. Or grant me, or deny my prayer. 
^ Fear not to fpeak,^what I am doom*d to bearj . 

* That I may know, if thou my prayer deny> . 

* The moft defpis'd of all tlie gods am I.* 

With a deep figh the Thundering Power replies r 
' To what a height will Juno's anger rife • 
f Still doth her voice before the gods upbraid 
' My partial hand, that gives the Trojans aid. 

* I grant thy fuit. But, hence i depart unfeen, 

< And ihun the fight of heaven^s fufpicious queen* 

* Believe my nod, the great, the certain fign, 

« When Jove propitious hears the powers divine j 

* The fign that ratifies my high command, 

< That thus I will s and what I will fiiall ftand." 
This faid, his kingly brow the fire inclined $ 

The large black curls fell av«rful from behind. 
Thick fliadowing the ftem forehead of the god^ ^ 
Olympus trembled at th' almighty nod, 

N 4 .The 
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Tl.: r/ 'Mc;s iV.iilM : and, witli a fucklcn leap^-. 
Fio.n :!,c hi.;li n.our.tain plungM into thedeep,- 

Kut ]oxf i\]M.[i\\ to his celeftial towers : 
And, as hj 1010, iip-rofe th' immortal powers. 
In lar.k^, on ciLhcr lide, th' affenibly caft, 
Kv.w d (';o\v:i, and did obeifp.nce as he pafsM. 

To him cnihron'd (for whifpering flie had fecn 
( loi'c ;it his knees the frlver-footed queen, 
J>)au.:iitcrof him, who, low beneath the tides, 
AL,cd and hoary in the deep refides) 
Jfii; wiLh invcviHves, Juno filence broke, 
And thus, opprobrious, her refentments fpoke: 

' ^ alfe Jove ! wliat goddeis whifpering did 1 fee f 
•> O i'onil of counfcls, ftill conceafd from me! 
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< Daughter o/ hini) who low beneath the tides 
«' Aged aud hoary in the deep refides, 

* Thy nod aflbres me (he was not deny'd : 

< And Giretce muft perifh for a raadman's pride/ 
To whom the god, whofe hand the tempeft forms, 

Drives €loud«oiick>ud»^aadbUcken8 heaven with ilorms^ . 
Thus wrathfi]^i anfwer'd : < Doft thou ftill complain ? ' 

* Perplex'd fQr ever, and perplex'd in vain t 

< Sho^kl'ijk tl^ou diif^Iofe the dark, event to come, - 

* How wilt t^ou, ^op 4' irrevocable dpom ! • 
* ' Thip feiryes the nKure to fharpen my difdain ; 

« And W9«9 forefeen but lengthen out thy pain. 
« Be fileat ttea. JJifpute not my cojuiQiaDdi^ 

* Nor tempt the force of this fuperior h^n.d i 

* Lefltall the gods, awund thee l^agw'd,, engage 

* In vain to fhield thee from, my kindled r^j^' 
Mute and aba/h'd fhe fa£ ^ithojit reply,. 

And downward turn'4 her large majeftic eye. 
Nor further durft th' oiFended fire provoke ; 
The gods around him trembled, as he fpoke. 
When Vulcan, for his mother fore diftreft, 
Tum'd oi^or, and, thus his.fpeech addrefk'd r 
* ^ard is our faje, if men. of mortal, line 

* Stir up debate among the powers divine, 
«,If tjfungs on eafth diftuxb the bleft abodes, 

* And mar th' ambrofiol banquet of the god& I 

* Then, let my mother once be rul'd by me, 

* Though much naore wife than J, pretend to ber " 

* Let me adwife her fllent to obey,. 

« Ai^4u&ikbj(m0ijM» to^ our father p3|r» 

/. .' . 'Not 
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' Nor force a'^rn hi* gloomy rage to rifCj 

* Ili'tim'd, and damp the revd* of the {fcies, 

* For ftiould he to Is her from tlf Olympian hilV 

* Who could refill: the mig-hty monarch's will I 

* Then thou to love the Thunderer iieconcUe^ 
' And tempt him kindly on us iiil to fmik.* 

He faid ; and in his tottering harvds up-bore 
A double gohktj fiird, and foaming e'er, 

' Sit dovvn^ deur mother, with a heart fOJUtent} 
' Nor ur^e a more difgraceful piinifhmcfit, 

* Which if great Jove infliflj poor Ij difmay'd^ 
' Muil ftand aloofj nor dme to gWe thee aid. 

* Great Jove fhall reign for ever, uncontrord: 

* Remember^ when I took thy part of old. 
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Alternate warbling; while the golden lyre. 
Touched by Apollo, led the. vocal choir« 
The fun at length declined, when every gueft 
Sought. his bright palace, and wfthdrew to reft; . 
Each had his palace on th* Olympian hill, 
A mailer-piece of Vulcan^s matcblefs (kill. 
Ev'n he, the god, who heaven^'s great fcepter fways. 
And frowns amid the lightning's dreadful blaze. 
His bed of ftate afcending, lay composM ; 
His eyes a fweet refreihing (lumber closed s 
And at his fide, all glorious to behold. 
Was Juno lodgM in her alcove of gold. 



TO THE EARL OF WARWICK, ON THE 
DEATH OF MR. ADDISON. . 

IF, dumb too long, the drooping Mufe hath ftay'd. 
And left her debt to Addifon unpaid. 
Blame not her iilence, Warwick, but bemoan. 
And judge, oh judge, my bofom by your own. 
What mourner ever felt poetic fires ! 
Slow comes the verfe that real woe infpires ; 
Grief unaffefted fuits but ill with art. 
Or flawing numbers with a bleeding heart. 
Can I forget the difmal night that gave 
My foul's beft part for ever to the gi*ave ! 
How filent did his old companions tread. 
By midnight lamps, the manflons of the dead,. 
Through breathing (latues, then unheeded things^ 
Through rows of warriors, and through walks of kings 1 

What 



^'^> gone for ever'i ta" 

T'oft,ewft.eftiau,e]3,, 

A frequent piJgri„, 3, 

^'"e with true. figh,,h 

And grare mA faithful 

JJeer from n,e thy J<,v'< 
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W:t6.eforge,ftlif j^^ 

%lyrebeWken,and; 
%gr.efb3doub;edfro„ 
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•Nor e'er was to the bowers of blifs convcy'd 

A fairer fplrit or more welcome fhade. 
In what new region, to the juft afllgnM, 

What new employments pleafc th' unbody'd min4 ; 

A winged Virtue, through th' ethereal (ky. 

From world to world unweary'd does he fly ? 

Or curious trace the long laborious mate 

Of heaven ^iB decrees, where wondering aingels gaic ? 

Does he delight to hear bold feraphs tell 

How Michael battle'd, and the dragon fell 5 

Or, mixM with milder cherubim, to glow 
. In hymns of love, not ill eflayM below ? 
^-Or doft ,*how warn poor mortals left behind, 

A talk well-fuited to thy gentle mind ? 
-Oh ! if fometimes thy fpotlefs fona defcend ; 

To me,* Ihy aid, thou guardian genius, lend ! 

When rage mifgnides me, or when fear alarrn^jJ, 

When pain diftrefies, or when pleafurt chamrs, ' 

In filentwhifperings purer thoughts ^mpJH•^, 

And tuFW-from ill, a frail and feeble heart; 
,. Lead thrpagli the paths thy virtue trod before-, 

Till blifs ihall join, nor death can part us morev 
That awful form, which, fo the heavens decree, * * 

Muft ftill be lovM and ftill deplor'd by me j 

In nighlly- viikms feldora fails to rife, 
- Or, rous-d by Fancy, meets my waldtig eyes. 

If bufmtfs calls, or crouded courts- invite; 

Th' unblenfcifh'd ftatefman leems to fh-jke my fight 5 

If in the^jfeige I feek to footh my care ; 

I meet his iotflwkicb bpeath«e- in Gftio there;; ^ 

+ If 



There taught us liowf to Jive j and (oh ! too high 
The p lite for knowledge) taught us how to die- 

Thou hill, whofe brow the sntique ftr\i£liircs g 
RearM by bold chiefs of Wanvlck's noble race. 
Why, one? fo lov'dj when-t^er thy bower appeu) 
0*er nvy dim eyc-balis glaticc the fudJ4rn tears * 
How fweet were once thy profpefis frdh and fair^ 
Thy (loping walks, and unpolluted air i h 

' How Tweet the glooms bc^m^ath thy aged trees^^H 
Thy noon -tide Ihadow, and thy evening brteje r 

. His image thy forfaken bowers itilore j 
Thy wilks and aii-y profpefb charm no more) 
No more the I'ummer in thy glooms ajlay'ij. 
Thy evening bree^^s, land thy noon^day iliade 
From other ills* boweFcr Fortune frowaM j 
Some refuse in the Mufe's art I found j 
Reluctant now I touch the trembling ftring. 
Bereft of himjr « ' 
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Thefc works divine, which on his death-bed laid 

thee, O Craggs, th' expiring fage convey.'d, 
reat^ but ill-omenM monument of fame, 

ar he furviv'd to give, nor thou to claim, 
vift after him thy. focial ipirit flies, 
nd clofe to his, how foon *. thy cofEn lies. 
Left pair 1 whofe union future bards (hall tell 

1 future tongues : each other's boaft I farewel, 
arewel ! whom, joined in fame, in friendfliip tryVl, 
o chance could fever, jior the grave divide. 



COLIN AND LUCY. 
A BALLAD. 

OF Leinfter, fam'd for maidens fair. 
Bright Lucy was the grace j 
. Nor e'er did Liffy's limpid ftream 
Refleft'fo fweet a face : 
Till lucklefs love, and pining care. 

Impaired her rofy hue. 
Her coral lips, and damaik cheeks, 
And eyes of glofly blue. 

Oh ! have you feen a lily pale. 

When beating rains defcend f 
So droopM the (low-confuming maid, 

cHer life now near its end. 
By Lucy wam'd, of flattering fwains 

Take heed, ye eafy fair : 
cCf vengeance due to broken vowS| 

Yc perjur'd fwains, beware, 

Tliciie 
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Three times, all in the dead of nigbt» 

A hell was heard to ringj 
And finicking at her window thrice* 

'I'h.e ip.vcn ilap'd his wing. 
Too Well the love-lorn maiden knevr 

'J he folcnin boding found : 
And thus, in dying words, befpoke 

The virgins weeping round : 

*' / h:r.r a voice, you cannot hear, 
*' Which fays, I muft not Hay j 

'' I fee a hand, j'ou cann6t fee, 
** Wliich beckons me away. 

"■ By a falle heart, acd broken vows. 
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She fpoke, flic dy'd, her corfe was borne. 

The bridegroom blithe to ^eet. 
He in his wedding-trim £0 gay. 

She in her winding-fheet. 

Then what were perjur'd Colin^s thoughts * 

How were thefe nuptials kept ? 
The bridetmen flockM round Lucy dead^ 

And all the village wept. 
^Confufion, fliame, remorfe, defpair, 

A^once his bofom fweli : 
The danips of death bedew'd' his brow. 

He (hook, he groan'd, he fell • 

Trom the vain bride, ah, bride no more ! 

The varying crixniba fled. 
Whan, llretch'd before her jivar« corfe^ 

Shefaw her hufband dead. 
Then to his Lucy"*^ new-made grave. 

Conveyed hy trembling fwains. 
One jnould with her, beneath one fo4» 

For. ever he remains. 

Oft at this grave, the conftaint hind 

And plighted maid^are feen 5 ^ 
With garlands grtiy, and tme-Iove knots;. 

They deck the lacred green 5 
But, fwain forfworn, whoe'er thou art. 

This hallow'd fpot forbear ; 
Remember Coin's dreadful fate. 

And fear to meet him there« 

O TO 
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TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER AT Hf^ 
COUNTRY SEAT. 



t'T^O Whitton's (hades, and Hounflow's airy plsun, 
JL Thou, Kneller, tak'ft thy Aimmer flights in vaiiv 
In vain thy vvifli gives ail thy rural hours 
To the fiiir villa, and well-order*d bowersf 
To court thy pencil early at thy gates. 
Ambition knocks, and fleeting Beauty wait& ; 
The- boaftful Mufe, of others iame fo fure. 
Implores thy aid to make her 6wn fecurc} 
The Great, the Fair, and, if aught nobler be, 
Aup;ht more belov'd, the Arts folicit thee. 
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Vain cai*e of parts 5 if, impotent of foul, 

Th* induibiotts workman fails to warm the wliole. 

Each theft betrays the marble whence it came. 

And a cold ftatue ftiffens in the frame. 

Thee Nature Uught, nor Art her aid denyM, 

The kindeft miftrefs, and the fureft guide. 

To catch a likenefs at one piercing tight. 

And place the faireft in the faireft light j 

Ere yet thy pencil tries her nicer toils. 

Or on thy palette lie the blended oils. 

Thy carelei^ chalk has half afehiev'd thy art. 

And her juft image makes Cleora ftait. 

A mind that grafps the whole is rarely found. 
Half learn'd, half painters, and half wits abound j 
Few, Jike thy genius, at proportion aim. 
All great,* aM graceful, and throughout the fame. 

Such be thy life, O fince the glorious rage 
That fiifd thy youth, flames unftibdned by agej 
Though weakh, nor fame, now touch thy fated raiind. 
Still tinge the canvas, bounteous t& mankind } 
Since after thee may rife an impious line, 
Coarfe manglers of the human face divine. 
Paint on, till Fate diflblve thy mortal part. 
And live and die the monarch of thy art* 
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.ON THE DEATH OF THE EARL -OP 

CADOGAN. 

OF Mariboro-ugh's. csfp<ams and Eugcnio^s frifsuj^j 
The laft, C^dogajit to the guve deicend* ; 
.Low lies e:icli hand, wheBce Bltnheirn's glory fpmrg. 
The chiefs who conquer VI, and thtj bardi who fiuig. 
From his cold corfe though every IViriid be Sedj 
Lo I linvy waits, that lovcr of iJn^dead; 
ThusdidAie f^ign o'eril^iiflau's hcarf^ to mauxn^^ 
Thus wept infidioua, Chwrchillj ctf thy iinj 5 
To blaft the living, gave the dead their due, 
And' wreaths, herfelf had taintctj, trira'd anew. 



I 
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Farewell then Fame,ill fought through fields and blood, 
are well unfaithful promifer of good : 
hou mufiCy warbling to the deafenM ear ! 
hou incenfe wafted on the funeral bier ! 
hrough life purfued in vain, by death obtained, 
ihcn aik'd denyM us, and when givien difdain'd. 



AN ODE INSCRIBED TO THE EAUL OF 
SUNDERLAND AT WINDSOR. 

f: 

THOU dome, where Edward firft enrtill'd 
His red-crofs knights and barons bold> 
Whofe vacant feats, by Virtue bought, 
Aiti1)itious enJperors have fought : 
Where iSritain's foremoft names are found. 
In peace belov'd, in war renown'd. 
Who made the holtile nations moan. 
Or "biiOHght a blefling on their own : 

JL 

Once more a fon of Spencer waits, 
A name familiar to thy gates j 
Sprung from the chief whofe prowefs gain'd 
The Garter while thy foimder jeignM, 
He ofTerM here his dinted fhield. 
The dread of Gauls in CreflTrs iield, 
Whlcli, in thy high-^rch'd temple raisM, 
J' or four.lorg centunes hath blaz'd. 

O J in. Thefe 
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iir. 

Thefe feats ciur €rea, a hanly kmd. 
To tbe fierce Tons of war confin'Jj 
The flower of chivalry, who drew 
With fijiew*d arm the ftubbom yew i 
Or with beavM pole-ax cleared the Etid ; 
Or who, in jo As and tourTieys fldll'd, 
Before their ladies^ eyes renown 'dj 
Threw hode atid horfeman to the ground. 

In after- times, as courts r?:finMt 
Our patriots in the Jift ivere joined, 
Not only Warwick ftain'd witk blood. 
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VI. 

Thfn, Spencer, mount amid the band. 
Whew knigkts and kings promifcuous (land. 
What though the hero's flame reprefs'd 
Burns calmly in thy generous breaft I 
Yet who more dauntlefs to oppofe 
In doubtful days our home-bred foes 1 
Who raisM his country's wealth fo high. 
Or viWd with lefs defuing eye ! 

VIL 

The fegc who large of foul fiirveys 
The globe, and all its empires weighs 
Watchful the various climes to guide. 
Which Teas, and .tongues, and faiths divide* 
A nobler name in Windfor's flirinic 
Shall leave, if right the Mufe divine, | 
Than fprung of old, abhorr'd and vain. 
From ravag'd realms and myriads flain. 

VIII, 

Why praife we, prodigal of fame. 
The rage that fets the world on flame ? 
IVly guiltlefs Mufe his brow fhali bind 
Whofe godlike bounty fpares mankind. 
For thoie, whom bloody garlands crown. 
The brals may breathe, the marble frown. 
To him, through every refcucd land. 
Ten tkoufand living trophies ftand. 

O 4. KEN- 
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KENSINGTON CARD EK. 
" —Campos, uH Troji fiuu'' Vmc 

WHEILE Kenfiirgton high oV the iiei^hl30«rfii| 

"Midil greens and fwectSj a negal fabric^ llandSi 
And fees <?ach iprJiig, Jujcuriant in her bowers, 
A fnow of Mo (Tom 5 J and a wild of flowery. 
The dafnes of Britain oft in crowds repair 
To gravel walks, and unpolluted air- 
Here} ^hile ths town in damps and darkne£k Iksr 
They breathe jn fiin-flime^ and fee azure 0de»; 
Enf.h walk, with robes of vajions dyes btfprea 
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You, v»ho through gazing crowds, your captive throng- . 
Throw pang§ and paflions, as you move along, 
Turn on the left, ye fair, your radiant eyes, 
W here all unlevelM the gay garden lies : 
If generous anguifli for another's pains 
Ere heav'd your hearts, or fhiver'd through your veins, 
Looic d«wn attentive on the pleaiing dale. 
And liften to my melancholy tale. 

That hollow fpace, whew now in living row» 
Line above line the yew's fad verdure grows. 
Was, ere the planter's hand, Us beatity gave, 
A common pit, a rude unfaihionM <ave. 
The hmdikip now fo fweet vre weU may praift : 
But far, far fweeter in its antient <iay^ 
Far fweeter was it, when its peopkd ground 
With fairy domes and dazali^g towers was crown'd,- 
Where in the midft thofe verdant pillars fpring^ 
Rofe the proud palace of the Elfin king ; 
For every hedge of vegetable green. 
In happier years a crowded ftreet was fcen-^ 
Nor all Jbofe leaves that now the profpeft grace-. 
Could match the numbers of ks pygmy race. 
AVhat urg'd this mighty empire to its fate, 
A tale of woe and wonder, I relate. 

When Albion rurd the land, whole -Jineage -came 
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame. 
Their midnight pranks the fprightly fairies play'd 
-On every hill, and dancM in every fhade. 
But, foes to fun-fliine, moft they took delight 
In dells and daks concealed fxcun human fight : 

There 
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There hew'd their houfiw in llie arching nxk i 
Or fcoopM the bofom of th« blafte*! t>3k| 
Or heard, o'ei fliiidow'd by ibitic iTaelving hillf 
The cliftant niurmura of the failing ri]l* 
They J rich in pU&r^d Ipdls, itiduJgM thdrmvrth. 
And pityd the huge wretched Joo* of earth, 
Ev'n now, ^tis had^ the limds o^^rhear their ftm*i. 
And Ilrive to view tlicir airy forms in vain i 
They to their celk at iBan^s spproath repair, 
Like the ihy leveret, or the mother-hare, 
The whilft poor roortaU ftartlc at the ibund 
Of unfeen footlleps on the haunted ground. 

Amid iliis gardens then with woods o'ergrown^ 
Stood the lov'd feat of royal Obcroni 
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'^or oft of babes they robb*d the matron's bed, 
.^nd left fome fickly changeling in their ftead. 

It chancM a youth of Albion's royal blood 
IVas fofterM here, the wonder of the wood. 
Milk ah for wiles above her peers renownM^ 
Deep-fkiird in charms and many a myftic founc^ 
^s through the regal dome (he fought for prey, 
ObfervM the infant Albion where he lay 
£n mantles broider'd o*er with gorgeous pride. 
And dole him from the fleeping mother's fide. 

Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind I 
Ah> wretched nymph, to future evils blind ! 
The time ihall come when thou flialt dearly pay 
The theft, hard-hearted 1 of that guilty day : 
Thou in thy turn (halt like the queen rapine. 
And all her forrows doubled fhall be thine : 
He who adorns thy houi«, the lovely boy 
Who now adorns it, {hall at length deftroy. 

Two hundred moons in their pale courfe had Icen 
The gay-rob'd fairies glimmer on the green. 
And Albion now had reached in youthful prime 
To nineteen years, as mortals meafure time. 
Flufli'd with refiftlefs charms he fir*d to love 
Kach nymph and little Dryad of the grove j 
For fkilful Milkak fpar'd not to employ 
Her utmoft art to rear the princely boy ; 
Each fupple limb ihe fwath'd, and tender bone^ 
And to the Elfin ftandard kept him down j 
She robb'd dwarf-elders of their fragrant fruit. 
And £ed kim early with the daiiy's xo9t. 

Whence 
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cc t i.rcu'rli his veins the powerful juices rjfti, 
oi j]\M in 'ooLiuteous miniature the man^, 
Yet ilili, two Inches taller than the reft, 
liis lotty port his human birth confeftj 
.A foot in height, how ftately did he (how I 
Kow lock fuperior on the crowd below ! 
Whr.t knight like him could tofs the niihy lancet 
Who move ib graceful in the mazy dance! 
A fiiapc fo nice, or features half fo fair. 
What elf could boafl: ! or fuch a flow of liair I 
Bri<\ht Kcnna faw, a princefs "born to reign, 
A:id felt the charmer burn in every vein. 
.She, hcirefs to this empire's potent lord, 
PraisM like the ftars, and next the moon ador'd,. 
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To her he fhow'd each herb of virtuous juice, 
rheir powers diftinguiih'd, and ddcrib'd their ufe : 
A.11 vain their powers, alas ' to Kenna prove, 
A.nd well lung Ovid, ** There 's no herb for love.** 

As when a ghoft, enkirgM from realms below, 
Seeks its old friend to tell fome fecret woe. 
The poor (hade ihivering ftands, and mujft'not break 
His painful filence, till the mortal fpeak: 
So fac*^ it with the lUtle love-fick maid. 
Forbid to utter, wfcat her ey»s betray 'd. 
He faw her anguifti, and reveaPd his flame. 
And fpar'd the blufhes of the tongue- tyd dame. 
The day wouM fail me, fhould I reckon o'er 
The fighs they lavi(h'd, and the oaths they fwore 
In words fo melting, that compar\i with thofe 
The niceft courtfhip of terreftrial beaux 
Would found like compliments, from country clowns 
To red-chetk.M fweet-hearts in their home-ipun gown4. 

All in a. lawn of many* a various hue 
A bed of flowers (a fairy -foreft) grew ; 
'Twas here one noon, the gaudieft of the May, 
The ftilH the fecret, filent, hour of day, 
Beneath a lofty tulip^s ample fliade 
Sat the young lover and th' immortal maid. 
They thought all fairies ilept, ah, lucklefs pair I 
Hid, but in vain, in the fun's noon<tide glare ! 
When Albion, leaning on his Kenna's breaft« 
Thus all the foftnefs of his foul expreit: 

* All things are hufli'd. The fun's meridian ray* 
* Veil the horizon in one mighty blaze x 

* Nor 
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Nor moon nor ftar in heaven's blue arch is feen 
With kindly rays tb filvcr o'er the green. 
Grateful to fairy eyes 5 they fecret take 
Their reft, and only wretched mortals wake. 
This dead of day I fly to thee alone, 
A world to me, a multitude in one. 
Oh, fweet as dew-drops on thefe flowery lawna. 
When the flcy opens, and the evening dawns ! 
Straight as the pink, that towers fo high in air. 
Soft as the blow-bell I as the daify, fair • 
Bleft be the hour, when firft I was convey'd 
An infant captive to this blissful fliade ! 
And bleft the hand that did my form refine, 
And ihrunk my ftature to a match with thine ! 
Glad I for thee renounce my royal- birth. 
And all the giant-daughters of the earth. 
Thou, if thy breaft with equal ardour bum. 
Renounce thy kind, and love for love retunu 
So front us two, combined by nuptial ties, 
A race unknown of denri-gods fliall rife* "^ 

O fpeak, my love ! my vows with vows repay. 
And fwcetly fwear my rifmg fears away.' 
To whom (thefliining azure of her eyes 
More brightened) thus th' enamour'd maid repHet : 
* By all the.ftars, and flrft the prions tnoon, 

* I fwear, and by the head of Oberon, 

* A dreadful oath \tao prince of- fairy line 

f Shall e'er in wedlock plight his vows^with nune* 

* Wherc-e'er-my footftcps in the dance are feen, 

' May toadftools rife, and mildews blaft the gi'ees, 

4. * May 
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* May the keen eaft-wind blight my favourite flowers, 

* And fnakes and fpotted ad<lers haunt my bowers. 

* ConfinM whole ages in an hemlock ihade 
t There rather pine I a negk6led maid, 

-* Or worfe, exilM from Cynthia's gentle rays* 

* Parch in the fun a thoufand fummer-days, 

* Than any prince, a prince of fairy line, 

* In facred wedlock plight his vows with mine/ 

She ended : and with lips of rofy hue 
DipM five times over in ambrodal dew. 
Stifled his words. When, from his covert rearM, 
The frowning brow of Oberon appeared. 
A fun-flower's trunk was near, whence (killing fight (J 
The monarchM iffued, half an ell in height : 
Full on thejpalr a furious look he cai(. 
Nor fpoke ; but gave his bugle-horn a blaft 
That through the woodland echoed far and wide^ 
And drew a fwarm of fubje6ls to his fide. 
A hundred chofen knights, in war renown'd, 
iDrivo^ Albion baniftiM from the facred ground; 
And. twic^ ten m.yriads guard the bright abodes. 
Where the proud king, amidft his demi-gods, 
^For Kenna's fudden bridal bids prepare. 
And to Azuriel gives the weeping fair. 

If fame in arms, with antient birth combin'4, 
A faultlefs beauty, and a.fpotlefs mind. 
To love and praife can generous fouls incline. 
That love, Azuriel, and that praife, was thine. 
.Blood, only lefs than royal, HUM thy veins. 
Proud was thy roof, and large thy fair domains. 

Where 
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Where now the fkies high Holland-Houfe invades^ 

And fhort-livM Warwkk fadden'-d all the (hades. 

Thy dwelling ftood : nor did in him afford 

A nobler owner, or a loveKer lord. 

For thee « himdred fields prodacM their ftore. 

And by thy name ten thotifand vaflals fworej 

So lov'd thy name, that, at their monarchy's choice^ 

All fairy (hovted with a general voice. 

Oriel alone a fecret rage fuppreft. 
That from his bofom heav'd the golden veft. 
Along the" banks of Thame his empire ran. 
Wide was his range, and populons his clan. 
"Whea cleanly fcrvants, if we truft old taleji, 
•Befide their wages had good fairy vails, 
Whole heaps of filver tokens, nightly paid 
The careful wife, or the neat dairy-maid. 
Sunk not his ftores. With fniilcs and powerful bribes 
?He gain'd the leaders df his ncighbonr tribes, 
A ad ere the night the face of heaven "had dian^'d, 
"Beneath'^his banners half the fairies rangM. 

Mean-while, driven' back to -earth, alondyway 
The chearlcfs Albion wandered half the day, 
A long, long journey, dhoak^'d with'brakes and thorns 
'Ill-meafur'd by ten thoufand barley-corns. 
Tir'd out at lengfh, a fpreading ftream lie ipy'd 
.Fed by old Thame, a daughter of the tide : 
Twas then a fpreading ftream, though now, its fame 
• ObfcurM, itbears the Creek's inglorious name. 
And creeps, as through contrafted bounds it ftray^ 
Aleap for boys in tbefe degenerate days. 

On 
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On tHe clear cryftal^s verdant bank he ftood. 
And thrice looked backward on the fatal wood, 
And thrice he groanM, and thrice he beat his biTafty 
And thus- in tears his kindred go<Is addreft. 

* If true, ye watery powers, my lineage came 

• From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame ; 

• Down to his court, with coral garlands crown'd, 

• Through all your grottoes waft my plaintive found, • 
' And urge the god, whofe trident fhakes the earth> 

• To grace his offspring, and affert my birth.* 
He faid. A gentle Naiad heard his prayer. 

And, touch'd with pity for a lover's care. 
Shoots to the fea, where low beneath the tides 
Old Neptune in th' unfathomM deep^'efides. 
Rouz'd at the news, the fea^s ftern fultan fwore 
Revenge, and fcarce from prefent arms forbore : 
But firft the nymph his harbinger he fends, . 
And to her care the favourite boy commends. 

As through theThames her backward courfe flieguides, 
Driv'n up his current by the refluent tides, 
Along his banks the pygmy legions fpread 
She fpies, and haughty Oriel at their head. 
Soon with wrongM Albion's name the hoft (he flreSy 
And counts the ocean''s god among his fires 5 

• The ocean's god, by whom fhall be o'erthrown, 

• ($tyx heard his oath) the tyrant Oberon. 

• See here beneath a toadftool's deadly gloom 

• Lies Albion : him the fates your leader doom. 

• Hear, and obey 5 'tis Neptune's powerful call, 
< By him Azuriel and his king fhall fall.' 

P She 
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She faid. They bow'd : aftd cm their ihields Wj-l 
With ihouts their new ialuted emperor* 
Ev'n Oriel fmird : at leaft to fniik he Iti'oye, 
And hopes of vengeance triumphed Qvtr Jove, 

Ses now the mourner of the lonely ibade 
Bj gods protefled, and by ho^t obcy'd, 
A Have, a chief, by fickle fortune's play. 
In the rtiort courfe of une itJvoiving day. 
What wonder if th^ youth, fo ftrang^Iy bkJl^ 
Felt kis htiart fluttei' in his llttk bre^i I 
His thick embattled tri>ops, with fecrct pride^ 
He views extended half ^n acre wide j 
More light he treads, more ta.ll he feemi (0 rtfe^ 
And Aruts a. ftraw^breadth nearer to the fkie«* 
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On Buda*s plains thus formidably bright. 
Shone Afla^s Tons, a pleailng dreadful fight. 
In various robes their iilJcen ti'oops were fecn» 
The blue, the red, and prophefs facred green t 
When blooming fininfwick, rear the Danube^s flood, 
Firft ftainM his maiden fword in Turkifh blood* 

Unfeen and filent march the flow brigades 
Through pathlefs wilds, and unfrequented ihadee. 
In hope already vanquifliM by furprize, 
In Albion's power, the fairy empire lies ; 
Already has he feizM on Kenna*s charmSy 
And the glad beauty trembles in his arms. 

The march concludes : and now in profpe£( near. 
But fenced with arms, the hoftile towers appear. 
For OberoUy or Druids falfely fing. 
Wore his prime vilicr in a magic ring, 
A fubtle fpright, that opening plots foretold 
By^udden- dimnefs on the beamy gold. 
Hence, in a crefcent form'd, his legions bright 
With beating bofoms waited for the fight 5 
To charge their foes they march, a glittering band. 
And in their van doth bold Azuriel Hand. 

What rage that hour did Albion's foul poAefs, 
Let chiefs imagine, and let lovers guefs ! 
Forth iifuing from his ranks, that (h-ove in vain 
To check his courie, athwart the dreadful plain 
He ftrides indignant : and with hnughty cries 
To fingle fight the fairy prince defies. 

Forbear ! rafli youth, th* unequal war to try ^ 
Nor^ fpruBg from mortals, with immortals vie* 

P % No 
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No god ftands ready to avert thy doom, 

Nor yet thy grandfire of the waves is come. 

My words arc vain— no words the wretch can move. 

By beauty dazzled, and bewitch'd by love : 

He longs, he burns, to win the glorious prize. 

And fees no danger, while he fees her eyes. 

Now from each hoft the eager warriors ftart. 
And furious Albion flings his hafty dart. 
'Twas feather"'d from the bee's tranl'parent wing. 
And its fhaft ended in a hornet's fting ; 
But, toft in rage, it flew without a wound. 
High o'er the foe, and guiltlefs pierc'd the ground* 
Not fo Azuriel's : with unerring aim. 
Too near the needle-pointed javelin came. 
Drove through the feven-fold fliield, and fllken veft. 
And lightly ras'd the lover's ivory breaft. 
Kouz d at the fmart, and rifing to the blow. 
With his keen fword he cleaves his fairy foe. 
Sheer from the ihoulder to the wafte he cleaves. 
And of one arm the tottering trunk bereaves. 

His ufelefs fteel brave Albion wields no more. 
But fternly frailes, and thinks the combat o'er : 
So had it been, had aught of mortal ftrain. 
Or lefs than fairy, felt the deadly pain. 
But empyreal forms, howe'er in fight 
Ga(h*d and difmember'd, eafily unite. 
As fome frail cup of China's pureft mold. 
With azure vamifh'd, and bedropt with gold. 
Though broke, if cur'd by fome nice virgin's hands. 
In its old Itrength and priitine beauty ilands ; 

The 
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The tumults of the boiling bohea braves. 
And holds fecure the coflfee^s fable waves : 
So did AzuriePs arm, if fame fay true. 
Rejoin the vital trunk whence firft it grew; 
And, whilft in wonder fixM poor Albion ftood, 
Plung'd the curft fabre in his heart's warm blood. 
The golden broidery, tender Milkah wove. 
The breaft, to Kenna facred and to love, 
Xie rent and mangled : and the gaping wound 
Pours out a flood of purple on the ground. 
The jetty luftre fickens in his eyes ; 
On hi3 cold cheeks the bloomy freflinefs die ; 
* Oh Kenna, Kenna, thrice he tryM to fay, 
Kenna, farewell !* and figh'd his foul away. 
His fall the Dryads with loud (hrieks deplore, 
3y After Naiads echoM from the ihore, 
Thence down to Neptune's fecrtt realms convey 'd. 
Through grotts, and glooms, and many a coral (hade* 
The fea's great fire, with looks denou^-.cing war. 
The trident (hakes, and mounts the pearly carr : 
With OOP ftern frown the wide-i'pread deep deforms. 
And works the madding ocean into ftorms. 
O'er foaming mountains, and through burfting tides> 
Now high, now low, the bounding chariot rides. 
Till through the Thames in a loud whirlwind*s roar 
It (hoots, and lands him on the deltin'd (hore. 

Now fix'd on earth his towering ftature ftood, 
JIung o'er the mountains, and o'erlook'd the wood* 
To Brumpton's grove one ample ftride he took, 
(The valleys tumbled, and the fbrcfts (hook) 
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At length awak*d (for what can long reftrain 
UnbodyM fpirits !) but awakM in pain : 
And as fae faw the defolated wood. 
And the dark ^en where once hi« empire ftood> 
Grief chillM his heart : to his half-open*d ejet 
In every oak a Neptune feem'd to rife : 
He fled : and left, with all his trembling peers. 
The long poiFeilion of a thoufand years. 
Through buih, through brake, through grores and 
gloomy dales, 
Through dank and dry, o'^er dreams and flowery Tales, 
J[>ire6t they fled i but often look'd behind. 
And ftopt and ftarted at each ruftling wind. 
WingM with like fear, his abdicated bands 
Di^ile and wander into diflerent lands. 
Partiiid beneath the Peak^s deep caverns lie. 
In fllent glooms impervious to the flcy ; 
Part on fair Avon*s margin (eek repoie, 
Whofe ffareaifi o'er Britain's midmoft region flows. 
Where formidable Neptune never came, 
Andifeas and oceans are but known by fame^ 
Some to dark woods and fecret 4iade retreat s 
And fome on mountains choofe their airy feat. 
There haply by the ruddy damfel fecn. 
Or fliepherd-boy, they featly foot the green, 
While from their fteps a circling verdure fprings ; 
But fly from towns, and dread the couits of kings* 
Mean-while fad Kenna, loth to quit the g^ve. 
Hung o'er the body of her breathlefs love, 
Try'd every ait, {vain arts !) to change liis doom. 
And vow'd (vain vows !) to join him in the tomb. 

P4. • Wha' 
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What could ihe do ? the fates alike den/ 
The dead to live, or fairy forms to die. 

An herb there grows (the fame old * Homer telU 
Ulyfles bore to rival Circe's fpells) 
Its root is ebon-black, but fends to light 
A ibm that bends with flowrets milky white^ 
Moly the plant, which gods and fairies kno^ 
But fecret kept from mortal men below. 
On his pale limbs its virtuous juice (he (bed. 
And murmur'd myftic numbers o'er the dead. 
When ]fi I the little ftiapeby magic power 
Grew lefs and lefs, .contra^led.to a flower ; 
A flower, that firft in this fweet garden fmil'd. 
To virgins.facred, and the fnow-drop ftyl'd. 

The new-born plant with fweet regret (he view'd, 
Warm'd with her fighs, and with her tears bedew'd^ 
Its ripenM feeds from bank to Dank convey'd. 
And with her lover whiten'd half the (hade. 
Thus won from death each fpring (he (ees him grow^ 
And glories in the vegetable fnow, 
Which now increased tli rough wide Britannia^s plains 
Its parent's warmth and fpotlefs name retains, 
Firft leader of the flowery race afpires, 
And foremoft catches the fun's genial flres, 
Mid fro(b and fnows triumphant dares appear^ 
Mingles the feafons, and leads on the year, 

Deferted now of all the pigmy race, 

Nor man nor fairy touch'd this guilty place. 

In heaps on heaps, for many a rolling age, 

It lay accurft, the mark of Neptune's rage« 

TiU 
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Till great NafTau rccloathM the defart (hade, 
Thence facred toBritannia^s monarchs made. 
'Twas then the ^reen-rob'd nyn\ph, fairKenna, came, 
{Kenna that gave the neighbouring town its name.^ 
Prond when flie faw th' ennobled garden ihine^ 
With nymphs and heroes of her lover's line. 
She vow'd to grace the manfions once her own. 
And pi6ture out in plants thefairy town. 
To far-fam'd Wife her flight unfeen flic fped. 
And with gay profpe6ls fill'd the craftfman's bcad» 
Soft in his fancy drew a pleadng fcheme, 
And planned that landdcip in a morning dreanu 

With the fweet view the fire of gardens fir'd. 
Attempts the labour by the nymph infpir'd. 
The walls and ftreets in rows of yew defigns. 
And f6rms the town in all its ancient lines ; 
The comer trees he lifts more high in air. 
And girds the palace with a verdant fquare; 
Nor knows, while round he views the rifing fcenes. 
He builds a city as he plants his greens. 

With a fad pleafure the aerial maid 
This image of her ancient realm furvey'd. 
How changM, how falPn from its primaeval pride I 
Yet here each moon, the hour her lover dy'dj 
Each moon his folemn obfequies ihe pays. 
And leads the dance beneath pale Cynthia^s rays ; 
Pleas'd in thefe fliades to head' her fairy train. 
And grace the groves where Albion's kinfmen reign. 

TO 
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TO A LADY BE FORE MARRIAGE, 

OH 1 form'd by nature, and refin'd by art. 
With charms to win, and fenfe to fix the heart* 
By thoufands fought, Clotilda, canft thou free 
Thy crowd of captives, and deicend to me ? 
Content in fhades obfcyre to wafte thy life, 
A hidden beauty, and a country wife. 
O ! liften while thy fumtners are my theme. 
Ah ! footh thy partner in his waking dream t 
In fome fmail hamlet on the lonely plain. 
Where Thames, through meadows, rolls his masy 

train 5 
'Or where high Windfor, thick with greens array 'd» 
Waves his old oaks, and fpreads his ample (hade, 
Fancy has figurM out our calm retreat 5 
Already round the vifionary feat 
Our limes begin to fhoot, our flowers to fpring. 
The brooks to murmur, a-nd the birds to fing. 
Where doft thou lie, thou thinly-peopled green ? 
Thou namelefs lawn, and village yet unfeen ? 
Where fons, contented with their native ground. 
Ne'er traveled further than ten furlongs round j 
And the tannM peafent, and his ruddy bride. 
Were bom together, and together died. 
Where early laiks beft tell the morning light. 
And only Philomel difturbs the night j 
""Midft gardens here my humble pile fttaH rife. 
With fweets furrounded often thoufand dies 4 
Ail favage where th* embroidered gardens end. 
The haunt of echoes ihall my woods afcend $ 

And 
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And oh I if heaven th' ambitious thought appix)?tt> 

A rill ihall warble crofs the gloomy grore, 

A little rill, o'er pebbly beds conveyed, 

Gufh down the fteep» and glitter though the glade. 

What chearing fcents thofe bordering banks exhale f 

How loud that heifer lows from yonder vale ! 

That thrufli' how ftirilll his note fo clear, fo high. 

He drowns each feathcr'd minftrel of the flues. 

Here let me trace, beneath the purpled mom, 

The deep-moath'd beagle, and the fprightly horn j" 

Or lure the trout with welUdiflembled flies. 

Or fetch the fluttering partridge from the (ky. 

Nor ihall thy hand difdain to crop the vine. 

The downy peach, or flavoiu-'d neflarine $ 

Or rob the bee -hive of its golden hoard. 

And bear th' unbought luxuriance to thy boanl. 

Sometimes my books by day (hall kill the hours. 

While from thy needle rife the filken flowers. 

And thou, by turns, to eafe my feeble fight, 

Refume the volume, and deceive the night. 

Oh ! when I mark thy twinkling eyes opprefl:. 

Soft whifpering, let me warn my love to reft j 

Then watch thee, charm'd, while deep locks every 

fenfe, 
And to fweet heaven commend thy innocence. 
Thus reign'd our fathers o'er the rural fold. 
Wife, hale, and honeft in the days of old j 
Till courts arofe, where fiibftance pays for fliow. 
And fpecious joys are bought with real woe. 
See Flavia'6 pendants, large, well-ipread, ftad rijghty 
The ear that wears them hears a fool each night j 

5 Mark 
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In lifers by-road, that winds through paths unknown. 
My days, though numbered, (hall be all my own. 
Here (hall they end, (O ! might they twice begin) 
And all be white the fates intend to fpin. 



A POEM IN PRAISE OF THE HORNT-BOOK. 

WRITTEN UNDER A FIT OF THE G )UT. 

** Magni magna patrant, nos non nifi ludicra-^— 
Podagra hzec otia fecit,'* 

HAIL I ancient book, mod venerable code ! 
Learning s firft#radle, audits lail abode I 
The huge \innumber'd volumes which we fee. 
By lazy plagiaries arc ftol'n from thee. 
Yet futuie times, to thy fufficient ftore. 
Shall ne'er prefume to add one letter more. 

Thee will I fing, in comely wainfcot bound. 
And golden verge enclofing thee around j 
The faithful horn before, from age to age, 
Preferving\hy invaluable page ; 
Behind, thy patron faint in armour Hiines, 
With fword and lance, to guaid thy facred lines : 
Beneath his courfer's feet the dragon lies 
TransfixM j his blood thy fcarlet cover dies ; 
Th' inftruftive handle 's at the bottom fix'd. 
Left wrangling critics Ihould pervert the text. 

Or if to ginger-bread thou (halt defcend. 
And liquoriih learning to ihy babes extei d; 

or 




More than contain'd of ol 
What maflers dlftate, or ' 
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So from the letters of our 
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And artful men ftrike out 
Strange charadlers adorn t 
And heedlefs youth catch ; 
The pregnant boys the noi 
And*Tau's, and Delta'j 
Th' uncommon founds am 
And what 's uncommon ni 
Yet in all tongues the Hor 
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In idle pa^ no errata ftand> 

To tell the blunders of the printer's hand i 

No fulfome dedication here is writ, 

Nor flattering Terfe, to praife the author's wit i 

The niar^n with no tedious notes is vex'd, 

Nor various readings to confound the text t 

All parties in thy literal fenfe agree. 

Thou perfeft centre of concordancy I 

Search we the records of an antient date, 

Or read what modem hiftories relate^ 

They all proclaim what wonders have been done 

By the plain letters taken as they run : 

« • Too high the floods of paflion us'd to roll, 

** And rend the Roman youth's impatient foul i 

** His hafty anger furnilh'd fcenes of blood, 

" And frequent deaths of worthy men eofued : 

«* In vain were all the weaker methods try'd, 

** None could fufiice to ftem the furious tide, 

** Thy facred line he did but once repeat, 

** And laid the ftorm, and cool'd the raging heat.** 

Thy heavenly notes, like angels mufic, cheer 
Departing fouls, and footh the dying ear. 
An aged peaCant, on his lateft bed, 
Wifh'd for a friend fome godly book to read ; 
The pious grandfon thy known handle takes. 
And (eyes lift up) this favory leftare makes : 
Great A, he gravely read ; th' important found 
The empty walls and hollow roof rebound t 

Th*^ 

• The advice given to Augiiftus, by Athcnodorus 
the ftoic philofopher. « 




Whole parishes i'carct* kno' 
Of Kflex hundreds fajne g 
But fame, I ween, fays nr 
Scarce lives the man to wh 
Though few th' extent of 
AVhatever wonders magic 
On earth, in air, in Tea, i 
What words profound and 
When his old cow an angc 
What ftrong enchantments 
Or Horace lung, fierce rac 
O mighty book., aic all co 
All human arts, and ever) 
Within. the limits of thy f 
From thy vaft root all lear; 
And all her ftrcams from i 
And, lo 1 while thus tliy ^ 
Infpir'd I feel the power o: 
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rprizing fbodgtii cMnet evoy momoit oa» tftf 
and, I ftep» I walk, and now I mn. 
re let me ceafe, my koMii^ nvmben flop» 
id at^ thy kandlc hang my crotches vp« 

H£RSIT£S$ OR, THE LOKDLINO 

TBS GRANDlSt>N OF A BKICKLATER, GRBAT- 
6RAN0S0M OF A BUTCHER* 

TIERSITES of amidiibtout breeds 
Motley iruit of mongrel feed i 
By the dam from Lordlings fprungf 
By the fire exhal'd from dung s 
Think on every vice in both. 
Look on him> and fee their gvewlii* 

Vi^ him on thoinother^s fide, 
Fiird wititfalfehoody fpleen, and pride^ 
Pofitivc and over-bearing. 
Changing Hill, and ftill adhermg. 
Spiteful, peeviih, rude, untoward s 
Tierce in tongUe, in heart a coward t 
When his friends he mod: is hard on^ 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon | 
Reputation ever tearing, 
Bver deareft friendfhip fwearing* 
Judgment weak, and paifion ftrongf 
Always various, always wrong : 
.Provocation never waits, 
Where he loves, or where he hstes# 

Qw Talfcf 

• Votiva Tabula, HQft. 



Talks whate'er oowNi it Uft fcwAc- • 
WIfhcs it were all^nlajd* 

Let mc now th^ tSi^. ln|M^ 
From his father's. £c<Hin(M rfl$«^ - 
Who could give the looby fuch aii^? 
Were they mafons ? Were they butcfurt'? 
Herald lend the Mufe an anfwer^ 
From his atavus ap(J grapjjfire j 
This was dexterpus at his trowel^ 
That was bred to kill a cow well : 
Hence the greafy clomfy miea» 
In his drefs and figurs fetn : 
Hence tliat mean and fordid fcniU 
Like hh hod^i r<ink luid fout ; 




May he at his latter end , , y 

Mount alive, an4 d^ad defcend. , . , , ^ ^ 
In him, tell me» which prevail. 
Female vices mod, or ntale I 
What producM them, can you tclL^ 
^uAiaa race* or iiop of hcU^ . . :r 
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